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FORCE PLAY 


Tom's voice was dry and he tightened his ctrifi 
around her woisf. "Octy, 1 do know what you need. 
It's a master/' 

He twisted her around to face him. 

She pushed him away. 'Tin going in, Tom/' 
"No, Oay, IVe watched you. You hate gentle* 
ness, don't youT Timid hands, timid hearts/' 
"Tom, you're being impossible/' 

With one arm, he held her tightly. His other 
hand curled at her throat, and then in o swift 
movement went down the length of her body, 
"You need me. You need to be conquered/' 

"Let me go, Tom." 

Suddenly, he seized her in a bear hug, lifted 
her, kissed her hair, her ears. 

"Put me down, Tom," she gasped, "111 screaml" 
Before she could, he slammed her jaw with the 
back of his heavy hand. 

"You do what I tell you. You do what I tell you 
or ril beat you black and blue—" 
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CHAPTER ONE 


Bad Girl 


G ay Bracken, standing in front of the open door, 
heard the background of sound, and hesitated. 

She was slender, handsome, with a delicate heart- 
shaped face lighted by deep ^ay eyes that saw more than 
they said. There was about her an air of competence and 
strength in spite of the fragile set of her shoulders under 
the black silk suit. And the curve of her brow swooping 
up to curling light brown hair belied the carmine mouth 
now thinned with determination. 

There’s a crowd and I hate them all, she thought. Her 
shoulders had a crawly, uncomfortable feeling, and for a 
mcanent, she stood sUU, thinking of the pleasure she would 
get just by turning around and ringing for the elevator. 
Outside on the street there would be a cab to take her 
back to the quiet of her apartment. But then she remem¬ 
bered a small modem gadget called the telephone, and in 
her mind, she heard its insistent ring, and then George 
Rion screaming at her. 

What’s the idea, he would shout. What’s the idea? I get 
everything all fixed up for you, don’t I? And you prom¬ 
ise to show up. To be a good girl. To be nice. And then 
what? What! A powder you take. Ifs part of the build-up. 
If you don’t like it, drop the whole thing! 

And though she wouldn’t be able to see it over the 
phone, his ridiculously chembic face would be hurt rather 
than angry. 

She nodded to herself and the feather perilously top¬ 
ping her pink hat swayed daintily. Feeling its movement, 
she inwardly cursed all publicity men, all publishers, all 
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women. George would be right, of course. Wasn’t George 
Rion always right? 

“It can’t possibly be as bad as all that” The voice at 
her elbow was warm and full of humor. 

She spun around to stare at the man who had spoken. 
With the one swift glance, she recognized him. She had 
seen the lean face with the dark slanting brows many times 
before. But never so close. Usually he was on a stage, 
holding a violin braced against Ms firm chin, speaking a 
language in music that she sometimes had felt was spe¬ 
cially designed for her. 

“I said it couIdn*t be that bad,” he repeated, smiling 
slightly* “I’ve been watching you for the last five minutes. 
Standing here, clenching your fists, edging backwards, 
scowling.” 

“Well, just say I’m not in the mood today,” 

“If you don’t feel like it, just don’t go in. I admit, it’s no 
fun being polite to a repressed old hag, but surely you 
won’t get bitten if you go in, or even if you don’t” 

“Repressed old hag?” She kept her lips steady, know¬ 
ing what he would say next. 

“The guest of honor. Gay Bracken. I gather you don’t 
know her. Neither do I, but come on, we’ll brave the old 
wreck together.” 

“She’s not exactly an old wreck,” she told him . “Not 
exactly old. But dried out, tired out. Yes, a hag even . , 

“Oh, do you know her? I hope you’re not bosom 
friends or something.” BKs black eyes snapped sardoni¬ 
cally, saying he didn’t really care. 

“Well, I . . 

“Or if you don’t feel like it, we can get a drink together 
some place.” 

She let her lips break into a full smile. “But 1 must go 
in. You see, I’m afraid they’re rather expecting me. I’m 
Gay Bracken.” 

He grinned just slightly, and the dark eyes mocked 
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her, "Well, not an old hag anyway. But the rest still goes. 
You know/' he leaned toward her conidentially, “You 
ought to get to a good psychiatrist in a hurry. Before 
something snaps.” 

Gay straightened her shoulders and started to turn 
away. “Don’t you think you’re being a bit rude?” 

“But ifs true you know. That stuff you write , . , day¬ 
dreams like that are dangerous. Not to say shocking!” 

Her slim hands settled the hat more firmly. “I still thtnk 
you’re being rude,” 

“Well, let me introduce myself.” He stepped in front 
of her again, still slightly smiling. 

“I already know you, Mr. Stonn. IVe heard you play 
many times.” Gay’s lips twitched, “And always enjoyed 
it” 

“And now you’re paying me back. I guess I don’t blame 
you. But you really act as if you don’t like cocktail 
parties.” 

“I hate cocktafl parties.” 

“But why on earth? According to your reputation, you 
should eat them up. Drink them up, rather.” 

“So you believe everything you read.” Gay laughed 
teasingly. “I’m disappointed. That’s unworthy of one of 
our top musicians.” 

“Ail right. Never mind the reputation. But according 
to the laws of human nature, and 1 presume you follow 
them, you ought to enjoy the fuss.” 

“Now it’s my turn to ask why, but I won’t, Mr. Storm. 
I’m not in the mood for psychoanalysis. And if I were .. . 
but never mind. You want to come in quietly with the old 
hag, or just turn around and go away?” 

That’s not what I mean, she was saying to herself. Peter 
Storm, don’t listen to these l)fmg lips of mine. I want you 
to hold my hand whOe we enter the crowd . . * 

“Fil come in, by all means.” He offered her his arm vnth 
a formal bow. Just inside the threshold, his fingers tight- 
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ened and he looked down at her intently, the dark eyes 
gentle. “You’ve just got stage fright, that’s all.” 

“It sounds as if you don’t know much about the brash 
Gay Bracken after alL” 

“It won’t take long though, will it?” 

“That depends on how far you want to go. Look, there’s 
somebody over there who seems to know you. Barney 
Kinsey.” 

“Well, I don’t know him. Who is he?” 

“Green, Rion and Kinsey. He’s the partner who takes 
care of people.” 

“Okay, we’re in. You want to walk around, don’t you, 
and greet your ct^l^tiers? And also the V.I.P.’s?” 

“No. I’d rather . ;; Then she caught herself. “Of 
course,” amended, “that’s what I’m here for.” 

She mpVe^^ confidently into the room, a half-smile on 
her lips, her eyes quickly making the preliminary rounds. 
“Oh, Barney, darling. Do get me a drink. I’m dry all the 
way through.” 

“Didn’t know you knew Mr. Storm, Gay.” The man 
who, as Gay had described him, took care of people, 
looked like a college professor. He had a long thin face, 
dry-looking and solemn, until he smiled. 

“We’ve just met, Mr. Storm, Mr. Kinsey. And for 
heaven’s sake, Peter. Don’t mention the report. Peter’s got 
a two-sided tongue,” she continued to Barney “You never 
know what he’s going to say.” While she went on talking 
to Barney, in her mind, she considered the sound of 
Peter’s name on her lips. It had surprised her that she had 
used his first name. 

“What Green, fetci? You never told me the rest,” Peter, 
was reminding her, [ barney, after acknowled^g the in¬ 
troduction, had turned away to get some glasses. 

“Publishers. Where have you been? My publishers, too, 
as a matter of fact.” 

“That follows, all right. He looks like the type to help 
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put out shiny covers with blonde girls being kshed by ,, 

“There you go again.” Gay stepped back and regarded 
Peter quizzically* “I think you’re deliberately baiting me* 
And furthermore, I think it’s quite out of character.” 

“Could be,” he admitted mefuUy. “Thanks,” he turned 
and accepted the glass Barney offered him. 

“Darling, this mmi doesn’t approve of me,” Gay told 
Barney cheerfully, “He thinks I write trash.” 

“As long as you don’t mind, why should I?” But Bar¬ 
ney’s eyes shifted deliberately to Peter’s face, lingering 
there, asking, without words, a quesdon. 

“That’s chivalry for you. Well, Barney, when are you 
going to start drag^g me around? And whom do I have 
to be nice to? And . * 

He looked reproachfully at Gay. ^Trade secrets, dar¬ 
ling. What are you saying?” 

“Oh, Peter. He’s one of the family almost” Gay ges¬ 
tured auily. “Besides, he doesn’t matter*” 

“Now, baby, don’t talk like that. Just when I was going 
to say Ted Mallory’s over there just dying to take a pic¬ 
ture of you two,” Barney wrung his hands in mock 
despair. “You’ll get Mr. Storm down on you,” 

“Oh, he despises me already. Don’t you, Peter?” 

“This light conversation’s getting away from me,” he 
told her seriously. “I never could follow the cocktail 
party repartee.” Then he added, “I liked you better out 
in the hall. Clenched fists, and all.” 

“It’s Gay Bracken, remember? You can’t like me.” 
She turned to Barney. “Call Ted right away, before this 
big fish gets away.” Ted was the photographer, 

“You’re really serious, aren’t you?” Peter asked stiffly. 

“Darling, never more. You can’t possibly be that slow. 
Now smile down at me like a good boy, and I’ll let you 
go on your way.” 

“Perfect,” Ted shouted. “Good pose, too* For a 
change.” He stepped back grinning happily. 
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Gay let her arm slide from Peter’s sleeve. “Thanks so 
much. That was gracious of you,’* 

“m borrow Gay for awhile, if you don’t mind, Mr* 
Stonn. This is her party, so she’s got to get around,” 
Barney took her arm, drawing her away from Peter’s 
angry face, “Now see that fat cow over in the comer 
with the boa constrictor around her neck, only I wish 
it were the real thing? Well, she’s one of the Schuylers, 
The Schuylers, if you know what I mean. Be nice to 
her. And say, darling, how did you manage the Storm 
deal? That’s going to look wonderful when it comes out 
tomorrow,” 

“1 was awful, wasn’t I?” Gay asked miserably. “And 
he’s a ... a nice guy.” 

“No kidding. Where did you meet Mm?” Barney 
persisted. 

“In the hall.” A hundred years ago was more like 
it . . . 

“Don’t take that tone to me. It’s Barney, and tMs 
important.” 

“Not any more,” she told him sharply. “You’ve got 
the picture. And that’s all there is, there , . 

“Isn’t any more,” he finished. “Sometimes you get so 
corny* Be sure it doesn’t slip into your next book.” 

“I’ll worry about that. Say, how long does this thing 
last, anyhow?” 

“Just started, lambie. Now put that smUe back on. Here 
we go. And don’t forget to be sugar to Bronson Tillbury, 
too. Say, where in the hell is George Rion? Why should 
I worry about this stuff anyway?” 

“It’s what you get paid for! AU right. It’s set. Come 
on, before I weaken and sneak out the back way,” Con¬ 
sciously, Gay braced her shoulders, recaptured her cock¬ 
tail party personality, and drove Peter Storm out of her 
thoughts. 

She moved slowly through the crowd, smiling and stop- 
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ping for a few words with almost all the pretty faces, both 
male and female. Without wanting to, however, one part 
of her mind, kept trying to locate Peter Storm in the 
room, kept wondering if he were watching her. With the 
other, she managed to mention her new book many times, 
to be coy with the most important book reviewer present, 
and to be sweet to the elderly Mrs* Schuyler whose hus¬ 
band owned a large chain of newspapers, 

‘‘We made it all right. You were wonderful, baby.” 

The man who spoke was short, chubby and sweet-look¬ 
ing. 

“Well, George Rion. When did you blow in?” 

“In time to see the fine job you’re doing, both of you.” 
He wiped his pink face with a linen handkercMef. “Such 
a performance, Gay. We’ll have to stick Barney with you 
all the time* It seems to make a red difference,” 

“But naturally,” Barney made a light bow. “ITl fade for 
a glass. Gay’s ready to drop, she complains,” 

“Everybody having fun?” 

“Sure. Why not?” Gay asked dryly. “TheyVe paid their 
respects to me. I’ve paid my , , , well, whatever you want 
to call it, to them, and now they’re sitting around, standing 
around, moving around, getting quietly, sedately drunk on 
Green, Rion and Kinsey. This arrangement has got some 
good points after all.” 

“And you’ll see the rest of them on your next royalty 
statement, sweetie. So don’t sound so bitter.” 

“I wish I were home. With my shoes off. With a good 
book. Not by me.” 

“Me, too. Not the book, of course. Just the shoes off. 
I can’t take much of this. It would give me ulcers.” 

“You’re the only publishing guy I know who hasn’t got 
them,” 

“Sweetheart” George looked pained. “It’s because I 
know how to live. And if you listened to me, you would 
be on easy street, too.” 
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“Can it/^ she told him rudely, her eyes drifting around 
the room. 

“What are you looking for? Or who?” He asked sus¬ 
piciously. 

“Whom” 

“Well, whom, then.” 

“Nobody.” 

“If it’s the handsome Peter Storm,” George suggested 
with a leer, “he*s just going out the door,” 

“Sure enough, he is,” Gay murmured, “I’ll be right 
back.” 

“Now wait a minute, sweetheart, Here’s Barney with 
your drink. And Felicia, too. You’ve got to see people.” 

“Later, later. I’ll be right back,” She left George stand¬ 
ing open-mouthed, and darted across the room, 

Peter was knotting his muffler in the hall when she 
caught up with him. “What’s the matter?” he asked. “You 
need another picture?” 

“No, no. Don’t be silly.” She spoke hurriedly, feeling 
him slip beyond her reach. “I didn’t mean for that to 
happen. I didn’t mean to force you in like that. It just was 
so fast- Honestly.” 

“That’s not a word you ought to throw around,” 

“AU I meant was ... I just wanted to say don’t hold 
it against me.” 

“All right, I won’t” He turned and walked slowly down 
the hall. 

Gay stood watching, her hands curling angrily into ists, 
until he stepped into the elevator. 

Of cotirse it didn’t matter. She was confusing the man 
in the blue coat with the music he brought from a violin. 
That was why she had tried to justify herself to him. 

Peter Storm, the man, didn’t matter at all, 



CHAPTER TWO 


Stardust 

QHE was Still in the hall, listeniog to the party voices, 
^ now somewhat shrill, when Felicia Fallon touched her 
arm. 

“What are yon doing out here all alone? Come on in be¬ 
fore they start a riot, Yoo’re supposed to be the guest of 
honor.” 

“They can , , . You’re right, Fel, lefs go back in since 
Fm here.” 

Felicia was one of those prls, Gay thought, who always 
did the right thing. Without effort, without priming her¬ 
self. She fell into every part so perfectly that there was no 
need for a mask. Her soft curly hair asked to be stroked. 
Her sophistication was heart deep, not a veneer to be 
worn only in public. 

“Say, there’s somebody here who wants to meet you, 
Tom Carline. He’s an ardent, and I mean just that, fan of 
yours, Gay,” 

“Who’s he?” she asked indifferently. 

“The playboy, oh, you know, Tom Carline. He’s been 
asking for you. And guess who he brought with h im?” 
Felicia paused dramatically. “None other than Bianca 
Starr and Marty Silver.” 

“That’s fine,” Why do I do this, Gay asked herself. Why 
do I force myself into these things if I really hate them? 
Why don’t I have the courage to walk out and never come 
back? Nothing would happen to . - - 

“She would be perfect in a screening,” Felicia suggested 
shrewdly, 

“Another one to polish. Why didn’t you say so in the 
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0rst place? Mr* Greeo think he’s going to get a cool few in 
screem rights?” 

“Not only Mr. Green, Gay* there’s also yon to consider.” 

Yes, and yon wonldn’t nrind a cool few, Gay told her¬ 
self. Why do you talk that way to Pel? You’re really the 
boss. If yon didn’t like it, you could walk out and never 
come back . . . 

“There’s Tom,” Felicia was saying. “Come on, 111 intro¬ 
duce you.” 

“So you’re the creator of those exciting novels. rU bet 
you hate anybody who asks you if you’ve ever had any of 
those fantastic experiences.” He grinned as Gay winced. 
Then he took her outstretched hand and held it a mo¬ 
ment too long. 

“Thank you. Yes, I do despise them.” He didn’t realize 
it, but her thanks was for the return of her hand. 

Automatically, she took in the details of his appearance 
while he and Pel carried on a good-natured sparring match. 
He was a tall man, but so wide in the shoulders that you 
wouldn’t notice it unless you were facing him, Gay thought 
And there was something deceiving about him she decided. 
The largeness of him was not fat; the square of his jaw was 
not false. The playboy manner, tacked on to cover some¬ 
thing else, didn’t quite succeed, Gay decided, 

“You two can get together later, Tom,^’ Pel was apolo^z- 
ing, “Gay’s got to meet Bianca and Marty,” 

“Oh, by all means.” He stepped back politely. “I’ll see 
you again, Gay,” 

She smiled at him, then muttered to Felicia. “Fve had 
enough.” 

“You’re doing fine, Whaf s wrong, bored or something?” 

“Who, me? Never,” The mask slid over her face again, 
and her lips stiffened in a smile, “I never get bored. You 
know there’s always a story in things for me. All things. 
Even in these parties. Believe it or not,” 

“Oh, I believe it ail right. I’m always afraid to tell you 
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anything for fear it’ll turn up in a book with a big-busted 
gal on toe front cover.” 

“That’s me. Betrayer of confidences, large and smaU. 
Also bosoms. I must be a great disappointment to these fine 
people. Well, shall we get on with it?” 

“Gay, darling. Where have you been? Everybody’s been 
asking for you.” Barney sidled close and shouldered Felicia 
aside. 

“Beat it, Barney. Gay’s got to meet Bianca.” 

“Oh,” he murmured in mock respect, “pardon me while 
I salaam. Come on back, sweetheart, will you?” 

“Fm not going far. Not far enough anyway.” 

Bianca Starr was worth going some distance to see, 
though Gay had only to cross the room to meet her. She 
wore her raven-black hair braided into a severe coronet, 
and her blue dress was cut just low enough to show her 
smooth white skin. 

Pel’s right, Gay agreed silently. The next novel’s a nat¬ 
ural for hen Loosen those braids and paint in some 
scratches and . . . 

“I have been looking forward to meeting you.” Bianca 
offered a ringless hand in a surprisingly firm clasp. “Fve 
read all your books.” 

“Can you really read, dear?” 

“And this is Marty Silver. Talking, just talking.” 

And that’s perfect, too, Gay thought instantly, eyeing 
the actor’s fine, almost too fine features. 

“You’re not what 1 expected.” He flashed an even row 
of teeth in a careful smile. “I thought you’d be old and 
a . . 

“Hag.” Gay grinned back at Mm. “You’re just quoting 
what you read some place.” 

“She’s got you, darling.” Bianca laughed delightedly. “I 
knew I’d like you the minute I saw you with Peter Storm.” 

“Oh? Do you know him?” 
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“Just slightly, but Tom knows him well. Tom Carline, 
over there.” 

“Oh, yes, of course.” Gay didn’t turn. 

“You just must come to spend a week-end with me 
while I’m here in the East.” 

“That’s nice of you,” Gay told her politely, filing the 
invitation away among the others casually offered and 
never repeated. “Well, it’s been so nice, please excuse me. 
There’s Barney over there, and I must see him .” 

“Don’t forget,” Bianca smiled warmly, “ru call you.” 

“Yes, yes, of course.” Gay moved away quickly, think¬ 
ing of Peter Storm. He’d be perfect for her, she thought. 
A wonderful foil for her smoothness. “Good-bye, Barney, 
old dear.” 

“What d’you mean, good-bye? You’re not going any¬ 
where yet?” 

“And that’s just where you need a new script, darling. 
Because I am.” 

“Now, Gay, you’ve been just marvelous the whole . . 

“I feel a bad attack of temperament coming on any 
minute. And you wouldn’t want me to have it here, right 
in front of all these people, would you?” 

“Ah, you don’t really want to , . 

“Not much, I don’t” She looked around the room 
without much pleasure. “I’ve done my duty lik e a good 
girl. Nobody here I like, except you, darling. So I’m 
going. Report me as having been present to the old man, 
will you?” 

“Oh, well, then I’d better ^ve you this message. Came 
half an hour ago.” He shd a folded piece of paper into 
her hand. 

“Stop acting like a spy or something. I know you’ve 
read it.” 

“I had to. I took it down.” 

She glanced at the note swiftly, “Forgive the rudeness 
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of awhile ago, please,” the note read. “I’ll be waiting for 
you in the lobby.” 

“He told you that over the telephone? I don’t believe 
you.” 

“Cross my heart and .. 

“Good-bye, Barney.” Gay spun on her heel and started 
across the room. 

“Oh, Gay—Miss Bracken, I mean, are you leaving?” 
Tom Carline caught her arm as she brushed by. 

“Yes.” She turned away and he followed her. 

“Let me take you home, then. The car’s right outside.” 

“Thanks, but someone’s waiting for me.” 

“Oh, I see. Well, perhaps I could come to call?” 

She hesitated a moment. “If you like. Phone me.” 

“I’ll do that,” he promised, his green eyes flicking lightly 
at her face. “And you don’t believe me, do you? Well, wait 
and see.” 

“All right,” she laughed. “You do that.” During the few 
minutes she waited in front of the elevator, she thought of 
Peter Storm’s face when he played. Reserved, proud and 
forbidding. 

She remembered Felicia talking about him. “Peter 
Storm,” she’d grinned. “He’s the one for your next book. 
Get to know him and you’ve got another best seller on your 
hands. Perfect casting, Gay, but perfect.” 

Yet she’s all wrong. Gay thought. He’s not the usual 
piece of goods from which I cut my patterns. Oh, no. 
There’s something special, something like an awareness in 
him. Otherwise he wouldn’t be waiting for me now. He 
must have realized how I felt, to find myself going through 
the usual paces and hating myself, and him, and all the 
world, for being witness to the crime. 




CHAPTER THREE 


Danger—Men at WbrJ& 

CO YOU did decide to meet me.” Peter was awaiting 
Gay at the elevator. *Tm glad you’ve given me a 
chance to .. 

“Hold on there. I was just curious about why you phoned 
instead of coming back.” 

“Oh, that. I didn’t think you’d give me a minute to talk 
to you. All that mob.” Peter took her aruL “Where’d you 
like to go?” 

“Fm going home. Don’t know about you,” She gently 
loosened his grip. 

“I’m coming with you,” he told hex firmly, “We’ve got 
things to talk about.” 

“We have? What, for instance?” 

“Still acting that part. Gay? I am sorry I called you an 
old hag. Sorry I was rude about the picture. That’s 
enough, isn’t it?” 

“What part?” 

“Oh, never mind, Here’s a cab, what’s your address?” 

Gay told him, and leaned back in the cab, looking at 
Peter’s profile. There was the assurance she’d first seen, 
and the intentness. 

“What are you thinking about, Gay?” 

“Why, would it matter?” She stopped herself, “I’m just 
sitting.” 

“Of course you were thinkin g about something. And it 
would matter. I can tell.” 

“I don’t know myself.” She leaned forward and looked 
out the window, “We’re almost there now. See? That cor¬ 
ner apartment,” 


20 






GOLDEN TRAMP 


21 


She permitted him to come up with her. 

*‘This looks lived in. And just like, well, just like you. 
Gay.” Peter dropped his coat on the sofa and stood look¬ 
ing around the room. “Yes, just like you.” 

The furniture, old and comfortable, was upholstered 
in gray and moss green. One long low studio couch was 
piled high with soft pillows. A low mahogany table; 
scratched bookcases. 

“You don’t know me at all. Nothing's ever what it 
seems.” She put her hat on the table and ran her fingers 
through her hair. “Scotch and soda?” 

“Yes, please,” 

“Just relate. You can forget the company manners,” 
But if he bad let himself become completely at home, she 
would have been annoyed with him. The formality of new 
acquaintanceship was less strain than the familiarity be¬ 
tween friends. Not that Peter Storm had the usual kind 
of talk. Oh, no, in the few minutes they had been together, 
he had already pierced her composure with his well 
chosen words. 

“That goes for you, too,” he was saying. His lips 
quirked at the comers, “You’re not the belle of a party 
now,” 

“Oh, hell. Are you going back to that again? Let me 
get the drinks first.” 

“What’s wrong? Can’t you take it straight? Oh, go 
ahead,” he grinned in response to the face she made at 
him , ‘‘Get the liquor,” 

Dropping the ice cubes into the tall glasses. Gay pictured 
Peter leaning against the table in the living room. So 
self-possessed, his intent eyes probing hers. 

This is what Steven taught me to be afraid of, she 
thought. Now is when I must remember Steven, Big, 
black-haired, laughing Steven who took everything and 
gave nothing. Steven, whose laughing eyes could also 
know the coldness of indifference. Her mind refused to 
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go further, for then she realized how much Peter looked 
like Steven. Too handsome. Both of them a little too 
handsome. Almost pretty. 

“Here’s your drink.” She handed it to Peter stiffly. 

“Say, what’s wrong now?” 

“Nothing at all. Why don’t you sit down?” 

“All right.” He sank into the easy chair opposite her. 
“What happened out in the kitchen?” 

“Nothing, honestly.” 

“Tell Peter.” He took a long gulp and put the glass 
down on the end table. 

“You make me laugh. Do you play at psychiatry when 
you’re not playing the violin?” 

“That’s the unkin dest cut of all. No. No, I don’t, as 
a rule, anyway. Usually I don’t think it’s worth the effort.” 

“Thanks for the compliment” 

“And I wouldn’t now, except that you looked so funny 
standing in the hall, not wanting to go in to your own 
cocktail party. And then you came out of the kitchen 
with that same look on your face.” 

“You should be the writer. What an imagination.” 

“Why are you sparring with me, Gay? I’m not that 
kind. And I don’t go for it.” 

“There’s your hat.” 

Peter took another sip of his drink and sat quietly. 

After a moment she moved uncomfortably. “All right, 
now it’s my turn to be sorry. I didn’t mean to be so rude.” 
She smiled at him niefuUy. “You’ve got to get used to 
my moods, Peter. Everyb^y else has.” 

“You’re lucky. The people I know won’t bother with 
min e.” 

“Maybe you don’t give them a chance. Pve heard you 
just go off and sulk by yourself.” 

“Sulk? That’s not the word.” He stretched out his 
long legs and studied his toes catefuUy. “Where you 
from, Gay?” 
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“Washington.” She glanced at him quickly. “How’d 
you know I’m not a native?” 

“Who is? Me, I’m from Providence. Small-town boy 
at heart, too.” 

“You? Small town? Don’t make me laugh. You were 
probably bom in a tuxedo.” 

“Well, I know what you were bora in.” Peter’s eyes 
went to her face and then back to his shoes. “Why d’you 
write that stuff, anyhow?” 

“Why do I write . . . Say, let’s go back to the party, 
hunh? You’re getting difficult again.” 

“Okay, I’ll ask you some other time. Now how about 
dinner tomorrow?” 

“I . . . Too bad. I’m busy for tomorrow.” 

“And the next night?” 

“Well, that’s too bad, really. I’m all taken up this 
week. Some other time, perhaps you could call me, 
Peter.” 

“Sure. Sure I can call you.” He stood up and looked 
around the room again. “This where you do your work?” 

“No, I’ve got a study in the back. It’s small but very 
quiet.” 

“You need quiet to work?” His lips twisted into a 
grin. “Yes, I guess you do.” 

“Before you go, Peter, tell me something.” 

“Like what?” He slid his arms into his coat. 

“Tell me why you said I had stage fright.” 

“Why you had . . He sat down abruptly. “So that 
got you, did it?” 

“Yes. Yes, it did, in a way.” 

“I just had a feeling, that’s aH.” He reached for a 
cigarette and lit it reflectively. “Nothing showed on your 
face that I could name, but I bad a feeling that you 
were scared.” He looked up suddenly and held her glance. 
“You were, weren’t you?” 

“Yes, I guess I was.” She looked down at her hands. 
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“I guess in a way I’m always afraid.” She laughed too 
loudly then. "‘But don’t give my secret away^ will you?’’ 

“No. Ifs just between us, but I may use it for a bit 
of a lever/’ 

“Blackmail, is it?” Gay laugjied again, “What do 1 
buy you off with?” 

“Yourself, Your pretty, pink, wonderful self!” He seized 
both her arms, “Gay, I need you. You can save me. The 
moment I saw you, 1 was intensely attracted and aroused 
by you—that’s what I’ve been needing , ♦ 

“Peter! Assuage you, thrill you—but save yon?” 

“Yes, Gay. You are my rescue, because you can strike 
passion in me—the passion every artist needs^—passion 
evoked by a beautiful and seductive woman!” 

She was ihmkmg furiously. The man was excitmg hot 
desire in her, far less by his words then by the proximity 
of his body. This was nothing new. She was a passionate 
girl, and flesh excited her. But fear kept her from yield¬ 
ing to him. 

For he was not like the others~so many others, , , . 

No, This man was capable of rousing not only desire— 
but also her affections, her hopes. This she must avoid 
at all cost. Besides, while she did not value the respect 
of others, Peter Storm affected her differently. Queer, 
that although he was a virtual stranger she should value 
his opinion of her. And what could he think if she sullied 
herself, if she let simple lust get the better of her and 
cheapened herself in Ms arms? 

“Go away, Peter Storm,” she said. “There are women 
far more seductive and beautiful than I am—” 

“Not for me!” His nostrils were quivering like those 
of a blooded horae. How handsome he was, she thought 
“You don’t understand. Others fail to excite me. Yon 
do—^you make my blood race,” Her nearness became 
too much for him. He took her willowy but resisting 
body into his arms, desperately kissed her lips. 
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The kiss broke resistance* She did not remonstrate 
when his hands went to her bodicej enclosing the great 
vibrant breasts* 

"Oh, Peter!*' she gasped* Why should she fight Mm? 
No matter what happened afterward, at the moment they 
eonld give each other bliss, fulfillment Were not these 
enough? 

She let him overpower her and bend her to the couch. 
She twisted a little, undid a hook or two to help him 
rid her of the clothing masking her creamy skin. He 
slipped off her shoes, her long and shimmering stockings, 
then buried his head passionately in her feet. 

He kissed her ankles, her long calves, her taut and 
girlish thighs. His chest was heaving, and she could feel 
the pounding of his heart as he lifted from his knees 
and threw himself beside her, hugging her sweet-smelling 
receptive blonde body to Ms tanned chest. "Darling,” he 
panted. “What a creature you are. What a magnificent 
girl!-' 

He was referring, she thought, to her breasts, wMch 
were not of a piece with the slim, long rest of her* They 
were heavy, round, lush, yet uplifted and firm with a 
pink, vibrant life of their own. Tenderly he fondled them, 
with hands and with lips, until the wanton needs witMn 
her were shamelessly in full cry. 

“Peter! Love me. Love me . . . I” 

But suddenly he had gone limp from head to toe. 
He lay supine and slack, breatMy deeply and slowly— 
and furiously blushing, "Wait, dear Gay^—wait. I— 

Her tolerant chuckle interrupted him. She was far from 
non-plussed. She knew about such thmp. After aH, he 
was no youngster. And probably surfeited enough by the 
women who. Gay was sure, threw themselves at 
at the famed virtuoso, so virile-looking and superbly 
handsome. This must be why women in the general, as 
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be had said» failed any longer to excite him. He was tired. 
He was depleted— 

But she, Gay, was not women in the general. She was 
Gay in the particular, 

“Well, don’t wear yourself out, Pete. Relax. And 
please, don’t huff and puff—and don’t blush!” 

She remembered that English novelist, that Darleigh 
fellow, who had spent so many years in India. He had 
been a bit depleted, too. But he had taught Gay a trick 
or two, useful in such matters. Fun, too . . . 

She curled herself up a bit and arranged her limbs. 

“Now, just turn your head and move a little closer 
to the wall, dear. That’s right Oh, fine/’ A deep, ecstatic 
silence, broken only by his tortured breathing, “See, Gay 
is taking care of you. Oh, lover , . . Oh . . , OA/” 

“I love you, Gay,” he uttered hoarsely, in his un* 
bearable bliss. 

Later, much later, holding his hat, he looked down 
at her face, now drawn into a non-commital mask. 

“You are magnificent,” he said. “I will see you agaiii^ 
Gay, I will/’ 

“Yes, Peter,” She walked widi him to the door. 

“I’ll call you,” 

“All right.” She closed the door behind him and, 
leaning against it, noted with detachment that her heart 
was beating too hard. 

No, my boy, you won’t see me again, she thou^t 
Not if I can help it. You’re the dangerous kind for me. 
I’ve got to stay away from you for a while. You and 
Steven, you’re too much alike. You do the same things 
to me. He who can read my mask. , . . She turned away 
from the door with a shrug and went back to the living 
room, consciously keeping her eyes from the chair where 
Peter had been sitting. 

The cubes had melted in her glass and the drink had 
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a stale, late-at-niglit taste, though it was only seven- 
thirty. 

When the doorbell buzzed, she retreated slowly into 
the living room, but the buzzer sounded insistently 
again. 

“AH right, all right,” she muttered. “Just when I feel 
like going to bed with a good book. All right,” She 
snapped ^e door open, “Well?” 

“Is that all you can say to your two most ardent 
admirers?” 

“Oh, George, Barney, come on in ” Gay stepped away 
from the door and sank into the sofa. “Help yourself to 
some drinks, and tell me what you want.” 

“Why, darling, what a way to talk. Nothing at aU.” 
Barney poured out the Scotch. “ ’Nough for you, George?” 

“Yeah, plenty. Say, darling, what did you do to our 
friend, Pete Storm?” 

“Do?” Gay swung her legs up on the sofa and stretched 
out comfortably, “Throw me a cigarette, will you, 
George?” 

“He passed us in the lobby, face like a mad eagle. 
But burning. Here,” He leaned over and held a match 
to her cigarette. 

*Thanks. You don’t say. Can’t imagine what bit him.” 

“You’re a smart cookie. Gay,” Barney was saying. He 
sat at the edge of the sofa and patted her arm affection¬ 
ately. “Yeah, going for that Storm, He’s the best copy 
in town this season.” 

“So what?” 

“So nothing. You’re a smart girl, that’s all.” Barney 
glanced at her face and frowned, “When are you going 
to see him again?” 

“Never, most likely,” 

“Now, Gay, don’t be a fool. Just tell me, and we’ll 
manage a little something in a couple of the mortung 
peepholers, and • , 
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“Just forget all about it. You and George can skip my 
private life.” 

“He’s right. Gay.” George leaned forward. “Really, 
you listen to us and you’ll be in all the papers, aK the 
time. It’s what you need to land a West Coast plum.” 

“We’re doing all right, aren’t we? And the new novel 
is almost finished. You guys lay off and everything’s 
going to be fine.” Gay sat up abruptly* “IVe had enough 
of this kind of stuff.” 

“Now, Gay, you’re doing okay, but . . 

“That’s enough, George. It’s up to Gay, isn’t it?” 
Barney looked meaningfully at George. 

“Okay, that’s settled then. So what’d you come to 
see me for?” 

“Dropped by for a friendly chat, and no more.” 

“Or maybe it’s love.” 

“Like the devil,” she snorted. “Out with it, I begin 
to smell a rat. Besides, I feel like being alone.” 

“Say, you going to pull that temperament stuff on us? 
Save it for the books.” 

“George,” Barney warned. 

“Listen, you roped me into that cocktail party, but 
I’ve had enough. Now why don’t you two just beat it, 
and let me go to sleep.” 

“What are you going to do? Start a new one tonight?” 

“New what?” 

“Daydream, sweetheart” Barney ducked as Gay feinted 
a slap at his face. 

“Daydreams aside, how did you like our httle mind 
reader?” 

“Okay, so I was right. Give,” Gay watched George 
suspiciously, 

“Well,” George looked at Barney for support. “Well, 
that Mrs. Schuyler was taken with you. I don’t know 
how you did it, Gay, but you made a big impression* So 
sweet, she said. So talented. And the upshot . * *” 
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“Oh, no.” Gay groaned* 

“She wants you for dinner.” 

“Listen, don't I ever get any time to myself?” 

“You've got all the time to yourself you can possibly 
use. If it weren't for Barney and me, you'd be alone all 
the time. And what would that get you?” 

“Health. And maybe I'd get a chance to write some^ 
thing. Something that I wouldn’t get ribbed about by 
a lot of bright characters.” 

“Aw, Gay, you ofi on that again?” George looked 
helplessly at Barney. 

“Okay, it’s the old routine, but it’s like George says. 
Gay, In this business, you’ve Just got to have publicity 
to be known, got to get around, got to. . • /’ 

“I write the stuff. That’s all that concerns me* it’s up 
to you to do the peddling.” 

“All right, and we’re doing it. And not a bad job 
either. But you’ve got to cooperate. Every time, every 
time you go off on one of these dingbats you set us back 
six months. It won’t do, Gay.” 

“When’s the dinner?” 

‘That’s the girl.” Barney looked inquiringly at George. 

“Two weeks from Thursday, full dress at her house in 
the 70’s.” 

“And I go alone?” 

“She said something about Peter Storm for a diimer 
partner. Satisfy you?” 

“What’s wrong?” Barney demanded, seeing her face 
harden. “We thought you’d like that.” 

“You thought wrong.” She tried to soften her voice, 
tried to make her objection seem less important. “I 
guess I Just don’t like him much,” 

“Well, it’s all set. For this once you can stand him, 
can’t you?” Barney was shrewdly watching her face, 

“I don’t want to go with him.” 

“Well, George’B call Mrs. Schuyler and tell her and 



i 


30 GOLDEN TRAMP 

she can call Peter Stonn and tell hi m you donH want 
to go with him. That’s all*” 

“Sure, ru do it right now,” George rose, 

“No, wait, maybe you better not do that. It would 
look awfully funny, wouldn’t it?” 

“Well, what do you care how things look?” Barney 
watched her expressionlessly. 

“I guess maybe Td better go with him since ifs all 
fixed up, but from now on, you two keep out of my 
social life, you hear me? And this time I’m not kidding, 
George.” 

“Darling, if anybody ever gives me ulcers it’ll be you. 
But I love you anyhow, Barney, you untwine yourself. 
Let’s give this sweetheart some of that time alone she’s 
always talking about.” 

“Yeah, sure, George,” 

“Think maybe I’ll run down to Washington for a couple 
of days.” Gay reached for a cigarette and swung her 
legs up on the sofa again, 

“You’ve got a small matter of a deadline to meet, 
haven’t you?” 

“IvCt me worry about it,” 

“Okay, but every time you come back from Washington 
you’re in a hassle. Do me a favor, stay here until you finish 
the job you’re on.” 

“You know, Barney, I think you miss me when I 
go away,” 

“Sure, just like I miss my biggest debts when they’re 
all settled.” 

“That’s a nice way to talk,” 

“We going to stand here and chit-chat all night, or 
are we leaving? i haven’t had any supper,” George cut in. 

“I could offer you something, but I don’t feel like it” 
Gay leaned back and shut her eyes. 

“That’s the line we came in on,” Barney chuckled. 
“Let’s leave, before she drops that act,” 
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“Act.” Gay gniDted. 

^‘You heard mCa act.” 

“Good night, darling.” 

‘T know where you get some of the meanness for your 
characters, Gay. It’s sticking out all over you now,” 
Barney grinned. 

“Okay, I take it back. Anybody would love you, 
George, if . - 

“This keeps getting worse. Good night. Gay, Til talk 
to you tomorrow.” 

“You have to?” 

“There’s that deadline and we need a name.” 

“Lost and Found?” 

“Uh, uh—not concrete enough.” 

“Say, that’s for tomorrow. Otherwise, what will you 
two have left to talk about in conference?” 

“That’s right,, . Good night, Gay, Don’t forget to eat 
something.” 

With a shrug, she gathered the glasses and took them 
into the kitchen. The hot water felt comforting to her 
bands. Her mind slid toward the chapter she intended to 
finish that night, but she fought against it, and began to 
polish the glasses. 

In one glass, she saw a distorted reflection of her own 
face. It reminded her of how she had looked the night 
Steven had finished with her. 

Standing still, holding the glass to her chest, she felt 
the familiar pain in her heart. 

“Ail light, I loved you once,” he had said, Bps twist¬ 
ing contemptuously, “I’m sure I don’t know why, now. 
There’s so little of you. You give everything, but every¬ 
thing. My dear, you should know more about the art of 
being a woman. More about aloofness. I’m sorry, but 
there you are. And no scenes, if you please. I know how 
emotional you are, and that’s part of the trouble, my 
dear. You must learn to do something about that,” 
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His black eyebrows had lifted in disdain when she 
began to weep, 

“That’ll do* It’s all over, everything. Don’t think you’ll 
change my mind that way.” 

And he hadn’t changed his mind* No, Steven had 
walked out of the room, out of her life as though their 
three years together had never been real, had never 
existed, 

Peter Storm, no. She forced herself to be honest. 
Any man was danger, danger she did not dare to face— 
more than once! 


CHAPTER FOUR 

Lope's Labor Lost 

Y OU want the top up or down?” 

“Up, Barney, if you don’t mind, I don’t want to 
bow into La Starr’s presence with my hair standing 
on end,” 

“What are you taking that tone for? You like her.” 
“Sure I do, That’s just habit* It was nice of her to 
ask me* Say, Barney, you know who else is going to 
be out?” 

“Marty Silver, of course,” 

“Of course. What’s he to her and vice vena?” 

“Don’t ask me. What d’you think of Marty, anyhow?” 
“Only saw him that once at the party. Pretty, too 
pretty,” 

“But under that?” 

“A nice Bronx boy who uses naughty four-letter words 
when you make him sore.” 
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“You can’t hold a face against a man. I think he still 
hasn’t learned how to be himself.” 

“Who has?” Gay turned to look out the window. “It’s 
a wonderful day for the country. Glad I came back from 
Washington in time. Some of the trees are almost bud¬ 
ding.” 

“You never tell me anything. How was the trip to 
Washington? Enjoy yourself?” 

“Sure. I always do,” 

“What did you do? Special, I mean.” 

“Nothing much. Went down to sit in a park I’ve always 
liked. Visited a few people—and my, how they’ve changed. 
And spent time with the folks. The cherry blossoms 
weren’t out. Probably be blooming this weekend, though. 
If the nights aren’t too cold.” 

“And what else did you do? Get any ideas for how 
to finish up?” 

“No. I’d like to kill that babe ofiE. Ether accident 
or suicide—” 

“No accident. No suicide. You know that much. It 
will have to be better than that.” 

“But she’s much too dumb to go on lilting, and jtienty 
dumb enough to get killed off. Besides, I’m tired of her.” 

“But the reader won’t be. I’m papa on the subject.” 

“You’re papa all right,” she said finally. “No doubt 
about that.” 

“Well, suppose you tell papa something then." 

“Depends on what, old man.” She looked down at 
her hands, the fingers twining together with a life of 
their own. She pulled them apart and reached for a 
cigarette. “Want one?” 

“No, but tell papa what’s eating you?” 

“Do we have much farther to go?” 

“Okay, I’ll drop it, but that won’t keep me from 
thinking. We’ve got some thirty miles or so.” 
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“Who else is going to be there?” She didn't really 
care, but it gave her somethmg to talk about, 

“Woman hater* Just ordered for you to work on." 

She straightened with interest. “Who?" 

“Sam BartholomeWt I don't think you know him. 
Gay," 

“Sounds awfully familiar. What does he do?” 

Barney hesitated. “I don't know for sure. Something 
with music, I think,” 

“And who eke?” 

Without looking at her, he asked, “What are you 
doing? Trying to get yourself prepared?” 

“No, Just making conversation. I never like to bore 
my friends, you know.” 

“So I’ve noticed. Nor ^ve them a minute’s rest 
either,” He sighed. “All right Tom Carline.” 

“Oh, him.” 

“What’s the matter? Don't you like Mm?” Barney 
asked curiously. “I thou^t all women went for him ,” 

“I don’t go for the big blonde type slightly soft around 
the middle. He ought to do some work” 

Expressionlessly, Barney told her, “Bianca asked Him 
just for you.” 

“That was nice of her. But she can have him.” 

“I quite agree.” Barney’s voice was dry. 

She took a wide step in her thoughts, and then spoke 
them aloud. “Why don’t you and Fel get married?” 

“Why should we?” 

“Don’t you think you've carried that torch long enough 
now?” 

‘That’s not a torch, sweetheart. That’s fust a match. 
And besides, Eel's interested in Tom Cm:line, at the 
moment.” 

“And after that?” Gay knew the answer. After that 
she would turn back to Barney, and Ms long thin face 
would radiate happiness. And then, another man would 
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turn up, as one always did, and Felicia, enchanting and 
exciting, would be drawn away from Barney. And then 
it would start again. It wasn’t even something that Felicia 
could help. Gay had decided long before. 

“Let’s talk about Washington. What did you do besides 
sit in the park and look at the birds?” 

Without realizing she hadn’t replied. Gay leaned back 
and closed her eyes. Washington, she thought That’s 
where you go to think , to remind yourself. 

“Gay? You sleeping?” 

“No.” 

“Want to stop for some coffee?” 

“If you want to. I don’t much care.” 

“Okay, then. We’ll keep on going. You know, I’ve 
been thinifing a lot about you lately.” 

“Should Fel start worrying?” 

“She wouldn’t in any case. But that’s not what I mean.” 
He waited for her question, but she pulled out a cigarette 
and lit it. When he realized that she wasn’t going to 
speak, he went on. ‘Tou ought to do something about 
making a permanent life for yourself pretty soon.” 

“Like you, hunh?” 

“It’s different for me.” 

“Here we go on the double standard again. Yon know 
how I think. What’s sauce for the goose is the same 
for the gander. And vice versa.” 

“It’s a good philosophy, only you don’t live by it.” 

"You’re just not in a position to know." 

“Damn.” Barney swerved the car to avoid a small 
black animal with a white stripe down its back. “Skunk.” 

“Are you referring to me?” 

“Be serious, will you?” 

“You say I’m too serious." 

“I ever say that? What were we talking about anyhow?” 

“It doesn’t matter, Barney. What’ve you got against 
skunks? I rather like them.” 
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“Only one small thing. The smell.” 

“Tender heart,” she scoffed, “That’s perfume, and much 
nicer an odor than that of a two-footed skunk,” 

“And you’ve known a lot of them, haven’t you?” He 
glanced at her quickly and then looked back at the road* 

“My share.” 

“wWt were we * , , Oh, yes, you ought to fall in love 
and get married like everybody else.” 

“What’s the matter? Thi^ I need some new experiences 
to put into my books?” 

“Oh, yeah, sure, that’s just it,” he muttered sarcastic^ 
ally, “How’d you ever guess?” 

“Feminine intuition, Barney.** 

“Well, doesn’t that feminine intuition tell you that 
something’s wrong with your life?” 

Gay sat up straight and fished a compact out of her 
bag before replying. “There’s notMng wrong with my 
life, sweetheart, except too many people sticking their 
noses into it.” 

“You’re a grown woman,” he said stubbornly. ‘*You 
ought to fall in love and complete yourself, or fulfill 
yourself, or whatever they call it” 

“But Fm not interested.” She began to laugli, watching 
him from the corner of her eye. 

“You’ve got to be. Listen, you’ve met a lot of nice 
guys in New York, and some would’ve wanted it, but 
you push them away with a cold shoulder. Why? What’ve 
you got against men?” 

“Against men? Don’t be silly, darling, I love them, 
love them all.” There was a false note in her voice 
and she stopped speaking, hoping that Barney hadn’t 
heard it. Then she amended, “I sample each one of 
them. I’m willing to try anybody, or anything—oncel” 

“Sure, but they flock back for more. One of those 
fellows would come to really love you, if you gave hSrfi a 
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chance. You have something. Gay. Something very special. 
As I well know. . . 

“But you’re not flocking back for more,” she broke in, 
teasing him. 

“I know how useless it would be. You'd turn me down 
cold. Besides,” he said dreamily, “I mustn’t permit my¬ 
self another experience like thatl It might ruin my relish 
for Fel—and I love Pel.” 

Of course, he did not know about some of the habits 
sweet little Felicia had picked up at school long ago. 
Gay herself would not know about them, except that 
by chance she had met a well-known dancer who had 
been a classmate of Felicia’s. The two girls had been 
studying physical education, then. Physical education, 
indeed! 

“George doesn’t feel the way you do,” Gay remarked. 
“I mean, he thinks playing the field is the best bet.” 

“Sure, he does. You’re better publicity copy while 
you’re single, and mixing it with this one or that one. 
Besides, if you settled down with one person, you’d 
ruin half his fun in life. He gets his kicks vicariously— 
by watching other people perform, and particularly you—” 

Maybe, thought Gay. She could remember with startling 
clarity that episode ^ter her first manuscript had been 
accepted. Already an adventuress in love, a hit-and-run 
lover, she had deliberately broken him down one night 
at a bar. They had wound up the night in a motel 
thirty miles out of the city. Despite the garishly sordid 
setting it had been a quite amazing evening. 

Barney didn’t know about that, either. George had 
kept the secret, perhaps in gratitude for a night of 
pleasures of a kind he had only imagined could exist 
Yet Barney’s analysis was true enough. George, exactly 
like herself, all during that feverish and inventive love- 
making preserved a strange detachment, as if they were 
observers of themselves, as if they were standing apart 
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and—^how had Barney put it?—watching themselves 
perform. 

“You're nothing like George,” Barney said. “He has 
his warm spots. But you’re an icicle. You give passion, 
and you give amazing satisfaction—but you never give 
yourself! Not really,” 

“Fm what I am, and I should be,” 

“Whistliiig in the wind, kid.” 

“My whistle and my wind, isn’t it?” Her eyes went 
back to the fields, but instead of April bareness, with 
only the hint of summer to come, she saw a field covered 
with purples and pinks, and long bending blue com 
flowers. And she saw herself wearing a white blouse and 
skirt, carrying a big hat, Steven’s arm was around her 
waist and together they walked away from the road, up 
the slope of the field to the shade of an apple tree. That 
was the first time. She could see him leaning over her, 
bands caressing her throat, moving down against her 
shoulders under her arms, over the tight curve of her 
breasts to her waist, and then back to the buttons. And 
he had been so tight against her in the pure sunlight that 
she had felt he would crush her, 
rU always love you^ he had said. 

And when their lips had met, she had thought of 
them both as two wMte flames leaping together in the 
most natural of aU unions. 

Now, seeing the picture in her mind, she mnced. And 
thought, I should use that sometimes. Innocence in May, 
something like that. Or has it been used? A hundr^ 
times, a thousand. 

“But seriously,” Barney was saying, “it’s time for you 
to fall in love,” 

“The brittle Miss Gay Bracken doesn’t know anything 
about love, thank goodness. And doesn't want to,” 

“You know about love,” he told her wisely, “You know 
a lot about it,” 
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“There you go. Just because I write so couviucmgly/^ 
Be clever^ and sharp, and people will finally leave you 
alone, she told herself, A sharp word is as good as a 
lance when it conies to defense. 

“It’s not that.” He looked ahead on the road “There’s 
the final toll. Got a dime? I gave up all mine on the last 
one,’* 

She pulled one from her change purse and handed it 
to turn, glad of a diversion. 

“As I was saying before,” he began^ as the car moved 
dowly away from the toll station, 

“Never mind.” 

“As I was sa3dng before,” he went on, not heeding 
her words, “it’s time for you to do something permanent,” 

“Lve got everything I want, Barney, Everything,” Her 
glance fell on the briefcase at her side. “There’s my 
life,” 

“For a woman, that’s not enough.” 

“The expert speaks. And for a man?” 

“Not for most of them. But sometimes it can’t be 
helped, you know. Listen, you came up from home 
with your first book just four years ago, and you never 
went back,” 

“Who does? Evei^mg I wanted was here.” 

“Everything? I’ve always thought you left something 
pretty important behind in Washington. Something like 
a man,” 

“Oh, I left something be hin d all right. But it was the 
best thing that ever happened to me in my life. It’s made 
all this possible. In the back, there’s a beautiful set of 
luggage, full of beautiful clothes, and some dungarees, 
a concession I always make to the country. And here’s 
my briefcase, with two initials, G. B,, and that’s how 
it’s got to stay. And my apartment is just where, and 
just how, I like it Footloose and fancy free^ and that’s 
how I stay.” 
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Baraey grinned knowingly, “All right so you have got 
all that, and where does it get you?” 

“Where does anything get you? You’re feeling awfully 
profound today, aren’t you? Worrying about yourself 
along the same lines?” 

“Yes. No.” Barney shrugged. “Okay, I’m sorry, baby. 
Didn’t mean to be butting in.” 

She patted his hand. “Of course you did. But it’s all 
right from you. Anybody else would have been driving 
along alone by now, but from you, well, it sounds 
different.” 

“You’re a faker.” 

“I’m going to sleep for the last few minutes. You don’t 
mind, do you?” 

“I don’t blame you. As company, I’ve been boring 
as heU this trip. Unless, like everybody else in the world, 
you do enjoy talking about yourself.” 

“You’ve been pretty dull,” she agreed curtly, and 
curled up on her side and using the back of the seat as 
a pillow. “Wake me up in time to comb my hair, will 
you?” 

The sturdy invisible wall, the mask which stayed put 
except when Peter Storm ... A legacy from Steven. 

Her heart contracted, knowing that even now, he 
was probably leamng over another seventeen-year-old, 
saying the same things he had said to her six, or was it 
seven years ago. Knowing the girl’s response, and knowing 
the result. The love of a young girl is a s hinin g thing, 
she thought. But the shining will tarnish if badly used. 

Still, she should be grateful to Steven, For he had given 
her strength and determination. That singleness of pur¬ 
pose necessary to getting anything accomplished. And 
perhaps, too, he had given her the eyes with which to 
look at men, to see and know them. And the eyes to feel 
out the secret places of the heart of woman. What else 
did she write about? Know about? 
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want to comb your baks darling?’^ Barney’s voice 
mocked her. 

She sat up with a start. How quickly, she thou^t. How 
quickly the time goes when Fm thinking of Steven. So 
swiftly and sadly the time always goes. “Yes, thanks, 
Barney. I was napping,” 

“No, you weren’t,” 

She laughed lightly. “How did you know? I was still 
as a mouse.” 

“You were making desperate mean little fists the whole 
time, I just happened to notice. Besides, you weren’t 
even snoring.” 

“You idiot! I never snore.” 

“How could you possibly know that? Unless you’ve 
been told,” 

She took out a comb and ran it through the short 
brown curls. Then she opened her compact and looked 
at her face. “Oh, well, I can’t do much about this, can 
I? But it will have to do for that woman-hater,” Moistenr 
ing one finger she ran it over her lashes and brows, 

“You look wonderful,” 

“Mama’s httle morale builder. La Starr makes me feel 
like a hag.” She paused, holding her breath, and then 
snapped the compact shut with a sharp click of finality. 

“And while I’m building morale, FU teU you what I’ve 
been saving just for you,” He spun the wheel to turn into 
the curving driveway, “Now that we’re here. La Starr, 
as you call her, has invited someone I didn’t mention, 
A rather nice chap. Name of Peter Storm,” 

Now she would have to see him again. Be polite, 
friendly. Angrily, she tried to keep the cap on the surge 
of eagerness that rose in her heart, 

Peter Storm. . • , 



CHAPTER FIVE 


Week-End 


HE patio lay in an an^e between two winp of 



the large fieldstone house* Protected at the back 
by the sun-warmed stone and walled by giant evergreens, 
it was like a room with a blue-painted high ceiling. 

“That’s a car pulling in the driveway,” Bianca was 
saying. She rose and stretched, unconscious of the beauti¬ 
ful lines of her body, “Marty, dear, run and see if it’s 
Peter.” She turned to Gay, “You’ve met hkn, haven’t 
you? Oh, sure you have, at that party.” 

“Barney told me you had invited him .” Gay looked 
down at the smooth stones of the terrace, feeling the slow 
hard beat of her heart. Soon, so very soon, she would 
see Peter again, 

“No, it’s Tom,” Marty sat down and picked up his 
glass sulkily, “He knows his way around here. I don’t 
have to play butler to him.” 

“Oh, do stop, Marty,” Bianca smoothed the slick braids 
crowning her head. “There’s another car. Be a lamb 
and go see who it is,” 

“All right, all right,” Marty’s too pretty face was marred 
by a grimace, “The illustrious Mr, Storm must be arriv¬ 
ing about now.” He twitched the knees of his white 
hannels and moved languidly toward the driveway, 

Barney stirred restlessly, “What’s eating him?” 

“Nothing, Barney. Nothing at aU.” Bianca laughed 
airily, “Hello, Tom.” She turned as he walked up, “Got 
yourself all settled and happy?” 

“Why sure. And here’s Gay Bracken.” He stood still 
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for a moment, smHiiig down at her through narrow eyes, 
nice to see you again.” 

“Heilo, Mr. CarUne.” Her eyes moved casually away 
from his face. What is there about she wondered. 
What is there that is interesting in the wrong way. 
Interesting and yet , , . 

‘‘Oh, children,” Bianca protested. “No last names here. 
We*re all living together for the week-end, remember?” 
“What’s in a name?” Gay laughed Hghtly. 

Barney groaned, “I’ve never known you to be that, , 
“Well, I must go off and attend to some little things.” 
Bianca rose. “Everybody got the drinks they want? And 
listen, this is a relaxing, a good-time week-end. No for¬ 
mality. You do just what you want. Explore and see what 
we’ve got.” Then she went into die house. 

“When did you get here?” Tom sat down near Gay, 
“Yesterday, late in the afternoon.” 

“Oh, that’s nice. A real week-end for you. I’m glad 
you’re here. Gay, I’ve been trying to get in touch with 
you.” 

“Oh?” She slid a hand into her pocket for a cigarette, 
“No, let me.” Opening his case, he offered her one, 
“I’m going to take a walk.” Barney stood up suddenly 
and stretched. “If this is going to be a sitting day, I bet¬ 
ter get my exercise in right now.” 

“How about some tenms, since you feel that way?” 
“Any time, Tom. Just yell for me. Be back soon.” 
His eyes mischievously sought Gay’s before he turned 
away. 

“i’ll find you, Barney,” Tom said, looking at Gay. 
“And you, you’re so quiet?” 

“Me?” She laughed, almost surprised at how natural 
she sounded. “I’m never quiet.” 

He looked at her steadily, “Now tell me why you’re 
so hard to find.” 

“I was away, that’s all.” 
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“Yes, I found that out. From Mr. Noble. In Washing¬ 
ton. And what do you go to Washington for?” 

“You’re rather curious, aren’t you? As a matter of 
fact, I visited my family for a few days. Quite duU, but I 
enjoyed it. And no, I don’t know how the President is, 
nor the President's wife.” 

“Well, that takes care of that all right.” 

“Doesn’t it though?” She took a sip of her drink and 
looked at it in distaste. “Why does it always taste dial way 
in the afternoon?” 

“What way?” Though the question was simple enough, 
he seemed to mock her; his eyes were a taunt and a 
challenge. 

“Oh, you know, flat and somehow not what you would 
want.” 

“What you need is the atmosphere. I guess you’re the 
kind that likes lots of atmosphere. Soft lights, music, the 
glitter of diamonds, and of course, champagne.” 

“Oh, yes. Lots and lots of atmosphere and champagne. 
All kinds, all at once, too. You see. That makes me very 
hard to please.” 

He grinned at her, his green eyes narrowed into slits. 
“Oh, I don’t think you’d be hard to please. I know just 
what you need.” 

“How refreshing, and you’ve only seen me once.” 

“I’ve read all your books.” 

“Not so refreshing after all.” Gay twisted around. 
“Where did everybody go?” 

“Afraid to be alone with me?” 

“Terribly,” she told hini dryly. “Look, my hands are 
trembling.” 

“Fear or passion?” 

“My dear, you’ve read my books. You should know 
the answer to that. Both, of course.” 

“You tbink you’re joking.” 

Gay laughed delightedly. “And you think I’m not?” 
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know you’re not” 

Something in Ms voieej soiuetHng intan^ble^ rubbed 
Gay the wrong way. She stared at him directly, coolly, 
but was saved from having to speak when Peter Storm 
stepped through the door at the back of the terrace. 

‘‘HeHo, Gay, Tom.” 

*‘Well, nice to see you, Peter Stonn,” She found her¬ 
self smUing at him, liking the way his brows were drawn 
together, liking the remote expression on his face. Hiat’s 
how he looks when he’s playing, she thought 

■‘It’s a nice surprise to have you here. Say, I don’t 
think you’ve met Sam Bartholomew, my mother, father 
and manager.” He twisted around as a thin little man 
with short cropped graying hair came up behind him. 
**Sam, this is Gay Bracken, and you know Tom.” 

“How do you do, Miss Bracken. Hello, Tommy, 
ho^ve you been?” 

C- TFioe. Good to see you again.” Tom rose, “Pm himting 
s down for some tennis. Anybody want to come?” 

Peter grinned when Tom and Sam had 
■ gone. “How’d he know I wanted to be alone with you?” 

“He didn’t, 1 assure you.” Gay smUed at him tMnking 
that soon she too would have to find an excuse to leave. 

“Where have you been?” 

^'Everybody asks the same old questions,” she com¬ 
plained. “In Washington.” 

“Okay, ru be more direct, then. Why won’t you see 
me, Gay? I won’t bite your head off .” 

“No,” she said seriously, “I don’t think you wilL” 

*Then why the brush-off?” 

“Brush-off. Come now, Peter . * 

“Can’t we ever just talk straight without this • * . this 
false face between us?” 

“No,” she told him shortly, “Oh, here comes Bianca.” 
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“Daum Bianca, I want to talk to you. Come mwing 
with me?” 

**We’E see what’s doing ” 

‘‘Never mind that. You come rowing with me. Hi,” he 
rose as Bianca joined them, “we’re going down to the 
lake. You don’t r^d, do you?” 

“No, of course not, but don’t drown yourselves. It 
would be awfully bad publicity. And take a jacket, Gay. 
It gets windy on the water this time of year,” 

“What are you going to do?” 

“Marty’s driving me into the village. Need anything?” 

“Thanks, no.” 

“Wonderful place,” Peter murmured looking aroimd. 

“Yes, m hate to give it up. But Tm going back to the 
coast soon,” Bianca grinned at them, “Have fun, chil¬ 
dren,” 

“The water’s so calm. You want me to row, maybe?” 

“You? Why you?” 

“Well, your hands. I mean, I thought . , 

Peter grinned at her. “Please, please. Fm not that kind 
of a tender lily, A little while won’t blister them.” 

No, she thought to herself, measuring his wide shoul¬ 
ders with her eyes. No, you’re not a tender lily, “Fine, 
then,” she said aloud, “I can just lean back and relax.” 

“You look nice, different torn the last time I saw you,” 
Peter bent his head and pulled the oars easily. 

She watched his muscles move under his shirt. “I do? 
Well, this is a far cry from the Schuylers. Blame the 
change on Bianca. She said informal and I foolishly 
thought she meant it." Her hands brushed the faded 
dungarees. “Fve always loved these things. The most 
comfortable clothes I own.” 

“Becoming, too.” 

They’d been silent for a long time, and finally Peter 
pulled the oars up and leaned toward her. 

“What?” She looked up startled, 
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*‘What are you tihmkiug?^ 

“That’s the second time you’ve asked me that. Why?” 

“I want to know,” he said simply, the smile gone from 
his lips and eyes. 

“It’s too hard to say. You know, sometimes just form¬ 
less things that don’t have words.” She waved her hand. 
“Like that, see those birds? Something like that/’ 

“Yes, I know/’ He was quiet for a little while. “But you 
have the words,” he smd at last. “You work with them all 
the time. You ou^t to have the words for everything.” 

“Ought to, maybe, but. . 

“Not like me. Sometimes when I want to say something 
it has to be with music, else I can’t get it right.” 

“I can understand that. Perhaps we aU have our special 
languages for certain things,” 

“Gay, don’t you feel anything? Don’t you . . *” 

“I think we ought to go back, Peter/’ Gay interrupted 
firmly. “It’s getting late, and Bianca will be back from 
town.” 

“All right” He lowered the oars to the water. “It’s nice 
that you’re here, though ” 

“Yes,” she told Mm slowly, unwillingly. “I IMok so, 
too.” 


Gay thoughtfully climbed the stairs to her room in the 
south wing. She closed the door behind her and without 
bothering to lock it or put on a lig^t ste threw off her 
clothes. But instead of taking a shower as she had in¬ 
tended to, or simply flopping on the bed, she walked <fis- 
consolately to the taff coiner window, perched herself on 
the sill and stared out 

There was no moon, but the starlight was ahnost strong 
enough to read by. Sitting there, she could make out the 
profile of the garage—a clump of trees—part of the Ot¬ 
tering expanse of the lake. As her eyes roved lawn and 
garden she made out Peter and Sam, apparently taking a 
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constitutional before bedtime, ambling slowly and very 
close together, as only close friends do, she thought—or 
lovers* 

The sight of Peter brought the pain back. Coming out 
of the boat, he had made the expected pass at her. She had 
rebuffed him, though it had hurt her to do so* She felt 
too warm toward this man* He was threatening to mean 
far too much to her! 

So more than ever, she meant to be on her guard* 

More than ever she must abide by the cardinal rule she 
had set for herself—not more than one amorous adventure 
with any man! 

Such was her legacy from the affair with Stephen* It 
was not that she was better* The fact was that in this 
way only could she make sure that never again would she 
give too much of herself* And thus she would never again 
risk the cruel hurt, disillusionment of the kind Stephen 
had dealt her* 

But she was a natural woman, and a modem one. 
Young she might be, but definitely not a child. Her vir¬ 
ginity had been stolen, in any case, so she might as well 
be hung for a sheep as for a lamb* 

On this theory, she had deliberately punued man after 
man—or had allowed herself to be pursued. Each one had 
been used to slake her sensual thirsts, then cast off—at 
least insofar as the mating game was concerned* 

The results had been several. For one thing, she had 
acquired extreme versatility in making love. For another, 
she had acquired a growing taste, or rather a sharpenmg 
need, for being loved—physically, that is. She had become 
conditioned to passion, and the regular satisfaction, thereof* 
On the other hand, men were beginning to bore her—as 
perhaps women bored Peter. Except for him, they seemed 
to have little to offer her. And if she permitted herself fur¬ 
ther indulgence with him. Gay told herseif» surely she 
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would be trapped. She would find herself cherishing him^ 
and this she must not do. 

What would it be like, then, to abandon men alto¬ 
gether? In this way, she thought, all risk might be ended. 
She had heard much, here in New York, about women 
who turned to other women. Was this a possible answer, 
Gay wondered. 

With a startled glance, she turned toward the door. 
Someone had knocked, 

“Who is it?” 

The door opened a crack. “Just me dear. Bianca.” 

“Well, don*t stand there. Come in!” 

Bianca stepped into the dark room, clicked the door 
shut behind her. “Practically everybody has turned in. Even 
Peter and Sam have come back back and gone to bed. But 
Tm no sleeper. That's why I invited people here, to have 
somebody to talk to, nights.” 

“Well, bless your little heart Sit right down and talk. I*m 
all ears.” 

Bianca found the bed, lay down upon it. “Can’t we have 
ahttle light?” 

Gay pressed a switch. The lamps came on, 

“Why, you're so lovely!” gasped Bianca. 

“Didn’t you know?” Gay was not at all taken aback at 
the fact that she was discovered in the nude. And curiously, 
her eyes roved Bianca’s luxuriant body, quite frankly re¬ 
vealed in a translucent nightgown of baby pink, “You are 
somewhat stunning yourself, Bianca.” 

“But how slim you are, except for the breastworks. 
Really appetizing. What man could resist you? Or what 
woman, for that matter?” 

Gay perked up her ears. 

“Meaning what?” 

“Nothing, dear. I was just thinkin g of some of our more 
depressing Hollywood types.” 

‘The girls who love girls, you mean?” 
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Bianca felt she had said enough, and did not reply* 
But Gay, intent on the subject, strode over and sat on 
the edge of the bed* 

‘‘Bianca, what’s it like?’* 

“How would I know? Let’s get off this dismal subject*** 

“But you’ve been living so long among show peoplel 
Surely you must have experienced it. Weren’t you ever 
tempted?” 

Bianca remained silent a full minute, 

“Yes/* she said, then, “I was tempted more than once. 
What’s more, I fell.’* 

“Bianca, I want you to show me,” 

“Don’t be an idiot I’m on to you. You’re just mnning 
away from your own temptation—^Pete Storm. You’re a 
runaway blonde. You run away from every man. You’re 
afraid to get involved—” 

“Yes, but don’t you see? Maybe I won’t be afraid of 
women. Maybe I won’t feel impelled to run awayl Bianca, 
show me. Teach me,” 

Bianca raised herself a bit, let her head rest against 
the bedboard. Her blue eyes took in every detail of Gay’s 
body. 

“All right,” she said finally. “You’re too beautiful to 
pass up.” 

“Oh, you wonderful Bianca!” Gay stretched beside the 
other girl on the bed, full of guilt and doubts, yet eager 
for the experience, “I suppose we start by kissing?” 

“That’s one way,” 

The lips of the two girls met, soft as petals* Gay had 
to admit she got no particular satisfaction, no particular 
sensation at all, from that kiss, or from the ones that 
followed. 

But there was a sheer animal attraction in Bianca, a 
magnetic voluptuousness that could not be denied. Besides, 
she knew pretty weU what she was doing. And so, although 
the kisses were paUid, the caresses were not. Gay felt 
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herself lifting on waves of desire. Soon they became in- 
tolerable, not only for her, but for Bianca too. 

Loin to loin, they exchanged the counterfeit of love. 
Breast to breastj they wooed the bliss of Sappho* Untii, 
released in one wild burst of ecstasy, both fell back, 
exhausted , , . 

After a time. Gay spoke, 

“Interesting. But not for me, I don’t think.” 

“I don’t think so, either,” Bianca replied. “But you had 
to find out” 

“Thanks.” 

“You’re my friend. I try to help my friends.” 

“Why, Bianca! You’re not apologizing, surely?” 

“You know, dear, if you were half as cold as you make 
out, I’d cut you up for ice cubes,” The gorgeous Bianca 
puckered her satin lips, gave Gay’s brow an irreproachable 
good night kiss, and fied the room. 


CHAPTER SIX 

Say It With Mime 


ifVrOU know, that Bianca’s a nice girl.” Barney eyed his 
martini reflectively, “1 don’t know , , .” 

“Isn’t she, though?” Gay agreed. “Not the kind of cat 
you’d expect a movie actress, queen I should say, to be,” 
“Wonder where everybody is.” 

“Dressing for dinner, I suppose. I finished up early. It’s 
being a wonderful week-end, isn’t it?” 

“You’ve had a good time anyway. That’s what I meant 
about Bianca* She asked Tom for you, and Peter for 
“And what about the ubiquitous Marty Silver?” Gay 
herself.” 


> 
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looked with satisfaction at the white silk gown which 
flowed around her legs. 

Barney followed her eyes. “Yes, you look lovely. But 
what about him ?” 

“Oh, nothing, I guess. Ill bet they’re married, that’s aU.’^ 

“What an idea! Sometimes you make me think you’ve 
got a bolt loose under you hair.” 

“All right,” she laughed. “Write it off as fust an idea. 
There’s something in the way they speak to each other 
that . . 

“That doesn’t have to be marriage.” 

“No, it doesn’t, but I just think it is. You know, a funny 
thing happened to me a little while ago,” 

“Funny things always happen to you. What was it 
this time?” 

“That Sam Bartholomew.” 

“The woman-hater. No, don’t teU me he tried to rape 
you.” 

Gay giggled. “Hardly. He warned me off Peter Storm- 
Can you imagine?” 

“Easily. What did be say?” 

“You know that thin gray face of his? Well, it was 
drawn sideways, sort of like this, snarling almost, and his 
eyes were on the floor. I think he was a little afraid of me. 
Anyhow, he said I shouldn’t play around with Ms boy. 
Those were Ms words, too.” Gay looked teasingly at 
Barney, “And that’s all.” 

“Going to listen to Mm?” 

“I haven’t been playing with Peter, He’s been foDowing 
me around all day. It’s rather siMy/’ 

“You know you like him,” 

“I like everybody,” she said firmly. 

“And here’s the rest of the company, Bianca, these 
drinks are delicious, but when do we get food? That’s 
what I live on,” 

“Right away, Barney, now that we’ve gathered.” She 
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paused in the doorway, making an effective picture m her 
pale lavender gown, "Teter, take Gay in to dinner, will 
you?*’ She took Tom’s arm, ‘-Come along with us, Marty*” 

“There,” Barney whispered as Bianca moved down the 
hall, “anybody else would have scratched your eyes out, 
but she hands him over,” 

“What are you two planning?” Peter took Gay’s arm, 
“Forgive me, Barney, this was Bianca’s doing*” He grinned 
teasingly at Gay. 

“Well, children, what would you like to do tonight?” 
Bianca looked around the table at her guests* “There’s 
cards, a local movie, or maybe we could dig up a dance. 
Or Peter might Just possibly give us a concert if we ask 
nicely.” 

“Oh, no, Bianca,” he protested, “I brought it along just 
in case there was some spare time.” 

“Why don’t we sit around and talk, and whoever wants 
cards cm play them? Hiat means me, of course,” Sam 
said* 

“Fine idea. Sam, persuade Peter to play though*” 

‘*You don’t have to beg me,” Peter laughed. “Let the 
dinner go down for half an hour, and I’U * . *” 

Marty spoke: “That’s fine* If you’re all satisfied witii 
that, FU go in to the village,” 

“You wiU not, Marty.” 

“Bianca,” Marty murmured gently, “of course, I will, 
and ril come back when I’m damn good and ready, and 
not before.” 

“I don’t know what these charming people are going 
to think,” she purred. “By all means, though, do what you 
like. I only want you to have some fun.” 

“Yeah, yeah, I know,” Marty pushed his chair back 
and rose* “Excuse me.” 

“Let’s aU go into the drawing room* More comfortable 
there. Come along, Tom.” 

“What are you going to do in Hollywood?” he asked 
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as he rose to foDow her, glancing first at Gay and Peter. 

As he spoke, the others stood up and began to walk 
behind him . 

“A picture, of course, else I wouldn’t leave this wonder¬ 
ful place and go back there," 

“Don't you like it?” 

“I do.” She laughed suddenly. “But I shouldn’t admit 
it. That’s not fashionable these days.” 

“Gotten the script yet?” 

“Do stop trying to make conversation, Tom.” Bianca 
sank into the sofa. “You’re not really interested, are you?” 

“No. I guess not.” His narrowed eyes went to the door 
as Peter and Gay entered the room. 

“Now, Peter, you must have rested enough. Do come 
and play for a little while, only one number if you wish.” 

“All right. Sam, would you . . .” 

“Be right back,” Sam hurried from the room. 

“What are you doing, Barney?” 

“Oh, just looking at these cards. Sam and I have a 
small bet on. Anybody care to join us after the concert?” 

“We’ll see then.” 

“Ah, here you are. Thanks a lot, Sam.” Peter set the 
violin case on the floor and bent over it. 

Gay, watching, saw how carefully he lifted the violin, 
stroking its rich, shiny sides. She saw him turn the bow 
over in his fingers for a few seconds as if feeling its weight 

Then he stood up and tucked the violin against his 
chin. As the music swelled in the room, her eyes wandered 
to Peter’s face. Was this what he meant by a special 
language? The music was wild and sweet, full of exhilara¬ 
tion, passion, love. And yet it was happy. It wasn’t what 
she knew of love. 

“1 wonder if Marty really went to town.” Bianca’s 
musing words crashed into the enchanted atmosphere of 
the room, and suddenly, the en chantmen t gone. 
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Without a word, Peter put his violin in the case and 
turned to stare tensely at Bianca, 

“Why, Peter, my dear, I’m so sorry.” She laughed nerv¬ 
ously, trying to ease tiie tension. “I must have been 
ihinlcing out loud. Everybody does that sometimes.” 

“I won’t play for people who don’t listen.” 

“I’m sorry, really. Do go on.” 

Gay found herself almost hating Bianca for stopping 
the flow of Peter’s music, his words of love played for 
her alone. She forced the thought from her mind, however, 
and spoke softly. “Yes, it does happen sometimes. That 
was so wonderful, Peter.” 

“Come out for some air with me,” he said stiffly. “I 
want to cool off.” 

Gay rose obediently. 

‘Take a coat, Peter,” Sam ordered grumpily. “You can’t 
afford to catch cold.” 

“Anybody want drinks?” Bianca’s lavender dress swirled 
around her as she rose. 

“Me.” Tom followed her. “I’ll get them for you, if 
you like.” 

‘That’s a lamb. Do." Bianca went to the window and 
looked out. “I guess Marly did go to town, after all.” 

“Sure. What did you expect, the way you treat him.” 

“The way I treat him? Now, Tom, you know better 
than that.” 

“Yes, I do, don’t I?” He grinned nnexpectedly. “I’ll be 
right back.” 

“Suppose, just suppose you were writing something, 
something you know is great, and somebody interrupts 
and the main stream of your thought is broken. That’s 
what it’s like. I was telling you, and . . .” 

“Yes, Peter. 1 know.” Gay patted the hand that clenched 
the porch rail. “But she didn’t mean it. She was worried 
about something. You know how it is . . . and besides, 
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your music was speaking to her, too, That*s why she burst 
out that way. It was telling her, reminding her, too/’ 

“This has been a perfect week-end,” 

“Yes, very nice,” She moved away from him slightly* 

“Promise you’ll let me come to see you, Gay, Promise 
you won’t just fade away again.” 

“I promise,” she told him softly, looking up into his 
face. 

He leaned forward and put his hands on her shoulders, 
staring down into her eyes. 

“Pretty picture,” Tom spoke from the doorway, “Man, 
woman and moon. But so old-fashioned,” 

“You sure pick the times, old man.” 

“Well, I tell you. Bianca’s all upset, and likely to have 
hysterics if you don’t go in and say she’s forgiven,” 

“It doesn’t matter/’ 

“Go ahead, Peter. I’ll see you later. She’s probably 
serious.” 

“Oh, she is,” Tom put in. “You come for a walk with 
me, Gay,” 

“No, thanks. I don’t think , , 

“Come on, just down the driveway and back. Not too 
far for those pretty feet.” 

“Oh, all right. Going in, Peter?” 

He nodded, as Tom, taking her am, led her down 
the steps. 

When she looked back, Peter was still standing on the 
porch watching. She wondered what was going through his 
mind that held him so motionless, 

“I wasn’t kidding,” Tom was saying to her. “That was 
a pretty picture. But you ought to know he’s not youi 
type.” 

“Oh, and who is? No, Don’t tell me. I think I can 
guess,” 

“That’s right, I am,” The sleek blond head bent 
towards her. 
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“Nice of you to think so.” Gently, but fiimly, she dis¬ 
engaged her arm from his. 

“I’m serious, Gay.” 

“Yes, I thought you mi^t be. But it’s really none of 
your business.” 

“But you aren’t his land.” He had stopped walking. 
“This pal of his, Sara. And his accompanist. Speak to 
them. Maybe they’ll tell you what goes on.” 

“It doesn’t matter very much. Shall we go back now?” 

“No.” Suddenly his aims went around her body, drawing 
her tightly to him. “No,” he repeated thickly, “we’re not 
going back.” 

Twisting her head aside as he sought her lips, she said 
tightly, “I don’t know about you, but I’ve had enough.” 

For a moment his hold tightened and then he stepped 
quickly away from her. “I’m sorry. Gay. I just lost my 
head, I guess.” 

“That’s right. You did.” She turned away and walked 
rapidly up the path. 

She remembered Peter. Promise me I'll see you again, 
he had said. Never mind Tom. Never mind a sudden 
moment in the country moonlight. She didn’t want to be 
loved, or to love. All she wanted was to see Peter, to 
speak to him, to be his friend. A different thing from love. 

“You’ll see that I’m right, though.” Tom caught up with 
her, stopped her at the door. “Maybe it’s too soon for 
you to trust me. Maybe it’s too soon. But you’ll see that 
I’m right for you some day. You’ll see that 1 know what 
you need, and what you want.” 


L 




CHAPTER SEVEN 


Hollywood Calling 

QHE slipped on the white earring, and looked at her 
face in the mirror. The gray eyes were interesting, 
the skin pearl-smooth. 

And Peter Stonn would be arriving soon. She knew she 
should go out and check the table again, instead of staring 
at herself, wondering what to do next. 

It was no easy matter to face Peter tonight. She knew 
they had seen too much of each other since the April 
week-end at Bianca’s, All the going out with Barney, with 
Tom, with the faceless others, had stiU left her too much 
time to fall in love with Peter. And now, reluctantly, she 
was admitting that truth. 

Last night, saying good-bye at her door, Peter had told 
her he wanted to talk to her, but she never gave him 
a chance. 

“Dancing with you is wonderful, but I want to talk, 
too/^ 

“We talk all the time,” she had told him, “And now, 
you must go home. It’s late.” 

“Tomorrow night, then. Gay. But not to go out. I mean 
it. I have a lot to say.” 

This thing, she said to herself, looking in the mirror, 
this thing building up between Peter and me is dangerous. 
He runs too deep to be hurt. But I, I . . . her thoughts 
fumbled away from her own feelings, recognizing only her 
need for him . Only her love. Split away from herself as if 
it were a separate thing. And in between, fear. The 
coldness of fear. 

The hrst time had been in an open field under a blos- 
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soming apple tree. The second in a tourist cabin on the 
road to Bdtimore. They were supposed to be going to a 
night club, but Steven had driven up a long curving dirt 

road instead. . 

We can glyvtr^s go to night clubs, he had said smiling. 

And the second time, her seventeen-year-old face had 
not been frightened. She had been ^ad, glad to be able 
to give for her love. There was only the surprise that she 
felt nothing sordid, that the maple furniture in the room 
was shining, the blue curtains at the windows were crisp 
and white. 

Dance for me, darling, Steven had asked. Dance and 
let me look at you, at the loveliness that belongs to me. 

And she had danced for him, the white flesh of her 
body glowing in the dim light, feeling beauty around her 
like a veil. She had danced until he had drawn her in his 
arms toward the narrow bed. 

But there had been another time when his face was 
cold, and strange, too. With something of the brutal in it 
while he told her some truths she had never forgotten. 
Never forgotten the words, or the voice, or the man who 
spoke them. 

“The truth is,” he had told her, “you give too much. 
Everything is gone from you. There’s nothing left.” His 
mouth had twisted mockingly. “There’s not even anything 
left to yourself. And you don’t even know the secret of 
being a woman. 

“Shall I tell you the secret of being a woman? In one 
word, aloofness. My dear. I’m sorry, but you hold back 
nothing. And what else is there to say?" The dark brows 
had lifted expressively, and Gay, studying them, knew 
there were no more words left. 

Reflecting, she remembered how she had felt for so long 
afterward. No words left, no life left. Only a procession 
of gray days, of tearful months. But out of them had come 
something, after all. A new Gay arid a new life. 
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She would be strong tonight, she promised herself. She 
would remember Steven, remember his words. How it 
began, and how it ended. And she would be strong with 
remembering. 

I will not love you, Peter. I won’t let myself. 

The table was perfect. Two candles in silver holders 
waiting to be lit. Gleaming white cloth, and roses in a 
bowl at the center. The decanter of wine gleamed purple 
in the light, reminding her again of Steven and the fields 
in May. 

rU love you always, Steven had said. 

She shook herself impatiently. That didn’t matter now. 
Soon Peter would arrive. They would have a p^asanf^. 
evening together. She would be happy for a little while, 
and then he would go away, until another time perh^s. 
Not even love can give you what you know you nlustp’t 
permit yourself. So she would love Peter for a little whEe, 
and then at last, it would be over, she would forget it 
And he would never even know. 

When the telephone rang, she turned to it with a puzzled 
stare. At the second ring, she went to answer it, 

“This is Barney, sweetheart. How are you doing?” 

“Just fine.” She waited, knowing from his tone that 
something big had happened. 

“You are in, darling. Really in this time.” 

“Barney! You mean you managed it?” 

“Yes, I mean just that, baby. Bianca’s responsible. Not 
me. They bought the book, and at our price. Calls for 
a celebration,” 

“Some other night. Fm busy now. But Barney, that’s 
so wonderful, I can hardly believe it.” 

“Oh, boy, do you sound excited,” Barney shouted, 
“Didn’t you hear me?” 

“You know me. I won’t believe it until that hi’ oF check 
is right here in my hot paw.” 
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“Maybe the fact that they want yoa along with it as 
adviser and script writer would help?” 

“Barney, how*d you manage that? How'd you know I’ve 
always wanted , , 

“I’m a Horace Greeley boy. Go west, young ladyl” 

“And she can cook,” Peter lit a cigarette and leaned 
back, smiling at Gay, 

“Oh, you know me, just a home girl-” 

“Where’d you leam?” 

“Where’d you ejtpect me to?” she laughed lightly. “From 
my mother, of course.” 

“You were lucky to have that kind of a childhood, Gay. 
I never learned anything from my mother but how to play 
the piano.” 

“That was a help, wasn’t it?” 

“They never had time for me,” he said. “I was just in 
the way, except behind a piano or violin- Always in school, 
always practicing. That’s what happens to child prodigies.” 

“But they’re so lucky. They have meaningful lives from 
the first, and other people have so little,” 

“It’s the othej^ that have the life.” He looked down at 
his hands. “Me, all I ever had was these- And a metronome 
and a teacher. How can you know what you want to be 
if the decision is made the moment you’re bom? And you 
grow up being pushed always in that direction?” 

“You couto’t be anything else but what you are.” 

“Not any more.” He grinned suddenly, “That’s a long 
step from cooking, isn’t it?” 

“Sam’s been your parents to you for a long time, hasn’t 
he, Pete?” 

“He’s been just about everything. Poor Sam, he’s so 
mixed up.” 

“Mixed up?” Gay crossed the room to look out of the 
rmnstreaked window, and then, turning back to Peter, “I’d 
have thought be was singularly uncomplicated.” 
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“You would?’* Peter reached for a cigarette. “Why, 
because he hates women?” 

“That’s one reason. But mostly because I think he’s 
only got two interests in life. One’s music, the other’s you.” 
Her smile was soft, tender. “He caUs you his boy.” 

“And 1 am, in a way,” 

“I think I rather like him for that,” 

“But he is mixed up.” Peter looked at her Intently. “He 
was hurt once and drew away from living because of that 
I remember him from before. You should have known 
him thenl” 

“That doesn’t make him confused, Pete, It only means 
he’s rare. He learns from experience.” 

“Do you think you can judge all people by one? All 
men by one, for instance?” 

“That’s . , 

“Or that one year is the measure of a lifetime?” 

Gay walked slowly to the sofa opposite Peter and sat 
down. “I think people have to leam from the lessons 
they’re given.” There was an edge of finality in her voice 
that seemed to settle the conversation. 

For a long moment, Peter sat motionless. Then he sat 
down next to Gay and took her hand. 

“I love you, Gay. I love you and • , He stopped, 
frowning when the phone rang. 

Gay, in relief, hurriedly jumped up, and grinning at 
him, “Now isn’t that inopportune? I’d better get it.” She 
pulled her hand free and darted to the phone. 

“It’s Fel, darling. I just heard the news.” 

“Oh, heUo, Fel.” 

“You don’t happen to need a secretary or something. 
I’ve always wanted to get to . . 

“No, Fel,” Gay laughed, “I don’t think so. No,” she 
went on, “I don’t know how soon. Barney’ll probably tell 
me tomorrow. It’s a nice piece of luck for me, though.” 

“Well, I just wanted to congratulate you. If you’d be 
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in the office, I'll see you then. And George will probably 
be around.” 

‘‘Not tonight, I hope. I'm pretty busy right now,*' 

“ru caD and give him the word. Gay,” 

“Thanks, FeL That would be swell And thanks for 
calling, too,” 

“What's dUl this?” Peter looked up as she sat on the 
sofa near him again. 

“It*s a surprise. My last book sold to the movies, 
Bianca’s going to do it, and I'm going to advise and help 
with the script.** 

“In Hollywood?” 

“Sure enough. I always did want a chance to visit 
Sodom, and here it is/* 

“What will you do in Sodom? You . , 

“Work on script and collect story ideas. And that’s all/* 
“That’s plenty. When are you supposed to be going?” 
“I don’t know e^mctly, but it’ll be soon/’ She glanced 
at him, then quickly looked away, “They’re starting on it 
immediately/’ 

“But Gay . , /’ 

“It’s a wonderful break for me. The best thing that’s 
ever happened. I can put away a lot from it, you see. 
I’m not used to living high, and then, I can •, .*' 

“You can’t go, Gay, You can’t possibly.” 

“I what?” 

“Gay, listen to me. Important things first, isn’t that 
true? Well, I love you. Damn that phone, but when it rang 
I was trying to tell you what you already know, I love 
you. And you love me, I know it, even though ...” 
“Peter, let’s not talk about it Flease, it’s no use and ,. 

“I love you/’ He drew her tightly against him, his arms 
firm as she struggled, “Listen , to me. Just listen. What’s 
this that always stands between us? Even when we’re alone 
together, something holds you away from me. What is it, 
Gay? Why won’t you let yourself come to me?” 
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“Nothing, nothing. Let go of me, Peter,” 

“You can’t go away now, go away and leave me.” One 
hand tipped her face upward, and he stared into her eyes. 
“Look at me, Gay,” he mumured. “What are you so 
afraid of?” 

“Oh, Peter, please.” She felt knowledge and resolve 
being swept away from her with the gentle touch of Mb 
hands. 

“You love me, Gay, Stay here. We’U be mamed, 
You . , 

“I can’t. This is my chance, a real chance. Don’t you 
see, you’re asking me to give up , , 

“Nothing , , , nothing at all. You can work just as 
always. Say you love me, say . , 

His moving lips were too close to hers, and suddenly 
she relaxed, melting toward hint in a capitulation which 
terrified her. A moment passed while they clung breath¬ 
lessly together. Then Gay drew away from him and 
stood up. 

“Only in a loss do your lips say the truth.” 

“I’m going, Peter,” 

“You won’t accept me, then.” He stood behind her, 
his hands closing tightly around her shoulders, the slender 
fingers making separate indentations against the warmth 
of her flesh. “For the bright lights and the empty satisfac¬ 
tion of a harlot, you’ll go away. Haven’t you sold yourself 
enough already?” 

“Peter,” Gasping his name, she turned to confront hinL 
“Peter, what are you saying?” 

“Don’t you even know then?” His hands slid slowly 
down the length of her arms, then fell away. 

When the door closed behind htm^ Gay looked up from 
the floor, 

“Oh, no, Peter, No.” She heard the moan from her 
lips as though someone else had cried out, 

Peter was danger and now the danger was gone. 



CHAPTER EIGHT 


Going-Away Present 


U'^HIS place looks like a funeral parlor or somethmg,” 
Felicia stood in the middle of Gay’s bedroom and 
stared around her, 

“It’s the sheets all over everything,” Gay said, “I guess 
I should have sublet the apartment, but I’ll feel better 
having a home, some place to come back to,” 

“Gosh, I wish I were going with you, Gay. We could 
have so much fun together,” 

Gay ignored the wistfulness on Felicia’s face, “Lots of 
hard work to do, and that’s about all. I’m getting more 
and more scared, wondering what I got myself into.” She 
brushed back her hair and then looked down at her wrist^ 
watch. “If I’m going to be on time, I’d better start 
showering.” 

“Is Tom picking you up?” Felicia asked. 

“Yes,” She shook her head impatiently, “In an hour or 
so.” She didn’t know why she let herself be taken places 
by Tom Carline. He was just another man to fill up the 
time while she pretended she couldn’t remember someone 
else. “This stupid dinner,” she said, “Just when I’m pack¬ 
ing to leave, I don’t know why I let George talk me into it 
One of these days. , , 

“You’re lucky to be asked again. And Tom’s dl right. 
Especially all that lettuce he’s got salted away,” 

“Where does he get his money, anyway? You wouldn’t 
think he had time to work.” 

“Don’t be sOly. Work? His father did enough of that 
65 
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Tom started sowing wild oats at the age of eighteeii, md 
hasn’t stopped yet/’ 

Gay picked up a robe and found a towel in the closet 
“Get yourself a drink. This will only take a miiiute/’ 
“Right. Say, have you seen anything of Peter lately?’* 
The slam of the bathroom door behind Gay was the 
only answer Felicia received, 

Felicia’s lips puckered thoughtfully* Then she went into 
the living room and picked up the phone. Before dialing, 
she listened for a moment, her head on one side, to make 
certain the noise of the shower would keep her words 
from Gay* 

“Hello, Georgie? Felicia. Look, is everything set for 
tomorrow at the station? Good* No, I didn’t tell hen 
I think she would get sore and give us the slip* You know 
how it’s been these last few weeks. AH right And Georgie, 
do it up right, will you? ’Bye now.” 

“Hey, Felicia* Bring me a drink, too, will you?” 

Gay burst out of the bathroom* 

“This second.” Felicia filled two ponies with rye and 
carried them into the bedroom* “You are fast, aren’t you?” 
She stared, open-mouthed, at Gay’s nude and powdered 
body. “And gorgeous. You are absolutely gorgeous!” 

“Ravishing,” Gay agreed, taking one of the glasses and 
swilling down the whiskey. She pirouetted slowly, like a 
model, displaying her best points* “It’s the breasts, I 
think. They’re so surprising, on a girl as skinny as me.” 

Felicia set down her drink, untouched, and set down 
herself also, on the edge of the wide, soft bed. “Not only 
the breasts,” she whispered. Her eyes were greedily drink¬ 
ing in the rest of Gay’s attractions, still rosy from the bath. 
Suddenly she seemed to come to herself, “Say, Gay,” she 
chattered brightly, “would you mind terribly if I tried on 
that strapless bra of yours.” She pointed to a black, net 
affair on the dresser, “Fm curious about that plunge 
shape. Where did you get it?” 
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“Saks, of course. And go right ahead, try it on* But 
won’t it be too large?*’ 

Felicia eagerly slipped out of her sheath dress, reveal¬ 
ing a voluptuously curved and creamy body clad in long 
nylons, garter belt and pink brassiere, Swifdy she wrig¬ 
gled loose the latter gannent and her own rose-tipped 
mounds revealed themselves, “Fm not exactly small/’ 

“Gosh, no!** admitted Gay, “Here, let me help you!” 

She lifted her own bra from the dresser, started to hook 
it in place on Felicia’s back, whereupon Felicia deliber¬ 
ately moved a bit so that the soft nether richness of her hip 
made momentary contact with Gay’s unprotected anat¬ 
omy, There flashed into Gay’s mind the tales she had 
heard about Felicia^—and the memory of that hot, ex¬ 
plosive moment she had enjoyed in Bianca’s arms. Gay 
felt uncontrollable passion surging through her. She heard 
herself saying hoarsely, “It—^it should fit this way,” Her 
hands went around Felicia, her fingers sought the edge of 
the bra, poking and pulling—and then suddenly, of their 
own volition, softly caressing, 

Felicia turned, a smile almost of triEmph on her red¬ 
bud mouth* *T swore never to do anything Hke tiiis again. 
And I haven’t^—for years! But when I saw your beauty. 
Gay—I wanted you. I decided to seduce you—” 

“I understand, Fel,” Gay said. “You look as pretty and 
juicy and delightful as a—as a fruit, a ripe peach or 
something. Oh, I want you. 1 want to enjoy you, and you 
to enjoy me!” 

The two women locked arms about each other’s waists. 
Glued leg to leg, thigh to thigh, breast to breast, lip to 
Hp, they moved in a lustful trance toward the bed. 

“You look wonderful in white. Neither like a nurse, nor 
a nun. But wonderful all the same,” Tom’s voice held the 
usual undertone of mockery. 
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‘Tt*s quite a part^ isn’t it?” She smiled brightly at him, 
easing a bit away< “Mrs. Schuyler’s such a fine hostess, 
I think.” 

“Yes, mdeed.” He grinned down at her. “Your choice 
of subject matter indicates that you were making a fast 
change.” 

“Does it? Purely accidental. Where are we going now?” 

“Out to the terrace. I want to talk to you.” 

“I’d rather just dance,” she objected. 

Without answering, Ms arms stiU around her, Tom 
danced her out the wide French doors, and led her to the 
waist-high wall which surrounded the terrace. 

“Funny to find this, so many . , . how many floors up 
is it? And down there the streets of New York.” She 
resigned herself to the possibility of another situation in 
which she would find herself rebuffing Tom. Even that was 
more graceful than running away like a frightened chili 

“Oh, I don’t know. Ten. Fifteen, maybe.” 

“That’s quite a sight down there.” Her eyes were on 
the lights far below. They swept to the horizon, taking in 
towering concrete and steel. Glowing windows, flashing 
green and red signs italicized the city before her. 

‘"But ifs warm up here,” Tom saii making a bid for 
her wandering attention. 

“Sultry. Perhaps it wiU rain. There was some pink 
lightning a while ago.” 

“Where did you go to school? There’s no such thing 
as pink lightning.” 

“There isn’t? I’m not sure I believe you, Tom. Besides, 
I like to think there is.” She laughed a little, “Ifs just a 
nice thought, I guess.” 

“Wouldn’t you rather know the truth? Nice or not? 
About you, or anything else?” He slid an arm around her 
waist, and she let herself lean against him. It was easier 
than drawing away, and in a way, his support and nearness 
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were pleasant. It kept her mind away from the memory of 
what she would leave behind her in New York. 

“What's the truth?” she asked. “Where will you find 
the truth down there?” She pointed to the jittering city 
below them, and then to the lights and walls that towered 
above them. “Or up there?” 

“Makes you feel like a king, doesn't it? Never minding 
where the truth might be.” The mockery was back in 
his tone. 

“More like an ant, Fd say. Fm in the wrong business, 
I guess. Mr, Schuyler does all right with Ms chain of 
newspapers,” 

“You could have afi this. Gay. AM this, and better/^ 
His arm tightened. 

“Maybe I'm just talking. Maybe tMs isn’t what I really 
want at all.” 

“You don’t know yet what you really want, do you?” 

“Something tells me you’re about to say that you do, 
though, I ought to be inside, saying my gcK 3 d-byes. There’s 
a long trip 1 start tomorrow. I should be getting ready 
for it.” Suddenly she wanted to be away from him. The 
arm around her waist had become a threat. 

He seemed to know what she was feeling, and hurried 
on before she could continue. 

“That’s why I want to talk to you tonight. Gay,” lEs 
usual mockery was replaced by an intensity that she 
began to recognize. 

' “I see.” Then in a last attempt to control the conversa¬ 
tion, she exclaimed, “Oh, look. There’s an airplane out 
there.” She pointed skyward. “It’s so frightening. I’m 
always afraid they’ll bump into something.” 

“They seem a lot lower than they reaMy are,” His voice 
was dry and he tightened his arm around her waisL “Gay, 
I do know what you need. It’s a master.” 

“WeU, really,” she gasped. “Tom.” 
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He twisted her around to face him and stopped the 
words that rushed to her lips with a long kiss. 

When his arm loosened, she pushed him away and 
stepped back. “I’m going in, Tom.” 

He caught at her shoulder and pulled her close to him. 
“No, Gay. Not yet. First listen to me. 

“I think I’ve heard everything already.” 

“Listen, Gay, I’ve watched you, watched you with 
people. You’re not happy. Maybe you don’t even know 
why yourself. But seeing you with people. I’ve been able 
to discern a lot. Everything. You hate gentleness, don’t 
you? Timid hands, timid hearts.” 

“Tom, you’re being impossible.” 

With one arm, he held her tightly. His other hand 
curled at her throat, and then in a swift movement went 
down the length of her body to her thighs. “You need me, 
I know that much. Not a sentimental weakling. You need 
to be conquered.” 

“Let me go, Tom.” Listening to her quiet voice, she 
was proud of her dignity. What if the impulse to kick and 
scratch lay just under her composure? 

“Admit it’s true. I can give you everything you want. 
Everything, Gay. You want a man to take care of you. 
To lean on. And yes, to submit to. You don’t have to be 
afraid to admit it to me." 

She felt strangely moved by his intensity, and for just 
a moment, a little afraid of the feeling that lay in his 
warm hands on her bare arms. 

Then she laughed. And the sound struck her ears as 
though someone hiding on the terrace had chuckled instead 
of herself. “Oh, Tom, you’ve read too many of my books.” 

“That’s bow I know. Everything you really are comes 
out on the typewriter. Everything you write shows what 
you need.” 

She broke away from him and stepped back. “I tMnk 
that maybe we had better get you set straight on some- 
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thin gr” And now she was pleased at the icy coldness of 
her tone. Pleased, because under the silken gown, her 
heart was beating so hard she feared he would be able 
to see it. 

“rm the only one who can understand you. You don’t 
have to be afraid to admit it, Gay, I’m the only one. Not 
these puling little men who always say please , , 

“And it would be nice if you did, too.” She moved back 
as he stepped closer to her. “Hold it, young man. You’ve 
got a sli^t shock coining.” 

“You can’t change my mind about you, Gay. Nothing 
can.” 

“Fm not even going to try. It’s not worth the time,” 
She half turned from him, but he took her arm. 

“Everything you say only proves it more.” The blond 
head bent closer, “If we were , , 

“Perhaps it’s never occurred to you, but I have a very 
good imagination. So good I make up hundreds of people. 
And I live each character I write, while I make them up, 
and not before.” A little starUed, she noticed that as she 
shrugged away from him, his hands clenched into fists, 

“I know you, Gay,” he grated. “IVe watched you.” 

“And your eyesight is not veiy good, Tom. I’m sony 
this had to happen. Good night.” She turned away and 
walked quickly to the French doors, leaving Mm alone 
at the TaO, 

“Don’t take that tone with me,” he growled, “Char¬ 
acters like Pete and his swishy friends aren’t for you. You 
need a man, a real man, to control you—^master you—” 
Pausing at the doors, she was listening, despite herself. 
He had come up behind her, and now suddenly he seized 
her shoulder and spun her around. 

She faced him, her mouth open, startled into speech¬ 
lessness. 

“Fm going to take you. Gay,” he said, 

“Here? Now?” She laughed. 
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“That wasn’t my intention. But now that you mention 
it, this place will do as well as any*” 

He was advancing on her dangerously. She backed 
away, a full twenty or so feet He maneuvered her around 
the comer of a stone pillar, almost up to the parapet 
She could not flee further. Here they were hidden from 
chance glances through the French doors. They were 
almost in total darkness. None would find them, unless 
they deliberately emerged from inside to look. 

Tom wasted no time. He seized her in a bear hug, lifted 
her, kissed her hair, her ears. 

“Put me down, Tom,” she gasped. *TT1 screami” 

“No, you won’t. That’s not the kind of publicity you 
want. Besides, you like what Fm doing. Admit ill 1 know 
you—” 

Nevertheless, she opened her mouth, heaved a 
breath. , , , 

Before she could yell, he slammed her jaw with the 
back of his heavy hand. 

“You do what I tell you. You do what I tell you or 
I’ll beat you black and blue—” His hands went to her 
bursting, agitated breasts. “I don’t care what those people 
inside will say, or think. FU break your bones, un¬ 
derstand?” 

She nodded mutely, not fri^tened, but wondering 
whether it might not be better to comply with his wishes 
than to suffer a broken arm or something* 

When he proceeded to fondle her further, she put up 
only a token fight. Definitely, she herself was excited now. 
This Tom was all male, all animal. Maybe he was right 
Maybe that’s what she needed. A cave man. She chuckled 
—and he thought she was laughing at him . . . 

He bent her to his knee and spanked her. He pounded 
her. He did not tear the clothing from her—but he did 
lift it, push it, arrange it for his convenience. And when 
he felt that she was sufficiently compliant, he regaled his 
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hands OH her curves, on her breasts, on her hips partic¬ 
ularly, muttering greedily to himself all the while, “All 
right,” he said suddenly, “now, you sweet creature, I want 
you. Now, Gay,” 

She felt as if she were a spectator at a circus or a 
wrestling match. Was all this happening to her? This Gay 
he was loving, it must be another Gay, some Gay apart, ,,, 

Obediently, curiously, she arched her body to his 
desires, 

“No, not that way,” he rasped, “Turn ” 

His hands went around her. She felt Jus powerful seek¬ 
ing, his urgency, his physical presence within the bound¬ 
aries of her secret body. But otherwise she felt nothing 
at all. Not even during the height of Ms blind, brutal 
fulfillment. 

“There,” he said, when it was over, “There, Gay, That’s 
what you need. Didn’t I tell you?” 

“You told me,” 

“Wasn’t it wonderful? Wasn’t it a revelation?” 

She shrugged. 

“Come on, Tom, You conquerer. Let’s go inside,” 

She proceeded straight to the powder room, neatened 
herself up a bit, and returned home alone. 

Gay stretched out on her bed and looked up at the 
ceiling. Tomorrow she would get on a train when the 
conductor yeUed “Ail aboard,” 

Then the train would glide out of the station. Away 
from Tom, Felicia, Barney and George. Also away from 
Peter. 

It would be as different from New York as Washington 
had been in the days after Steven had said his good-bye’s. 
She would walk around Hollywood and Vine, as she had 
walked down Pennsylvania Avenue. She would look at the 
people hurrying with purpose in their faces. And she, too, 
woi^ be hurrying as though she were going to an impor- 
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taut place- As if someone important wonld be waiting. 
And only she would know the truth about herself- 

You gave too much of yourself^ and now ihere*s nothing 
left: the morbid echo of Steven. 

Well, she had busied herself with learning not to ^ve, 
and had succeeded. For she knew the one who gives love 
may find it thrown back in her face like a shabby, out¬ 
worn garment. And with that gift of love, she would 
become the most humble of all, without shame, without 
pride. 

She didn’t want to learn that lesson from anyone again. 
Not even from Peter, 

Morbid echoes. Morbid echos of Steven, and of others. 
What was it Tom had said? Peter and his swisky friends^ 
And Peter himself had told her: You can save me . • * 
you can strike passion in me ,, , 

Was Peter making taboo experiments, then, just as she. 
Gay, was doing? There was that mother-like Sam, and the 
young fellow, the accompanist, who she had been told 
shared Peter’s apartment—^what was his name? Oh, yes 
—Jonathan, It did not seem likely. Yet Peter gave indi¬ 
cations of being tired of women in the same sense that she 
was tired of men. He, as she, might be bored with the 
opposite sex, possibly because of surfeit, too much of a 
good thin g. Or more likely, she realised, because love, 
the essential ingredient, had not been present in their 
respective heterosexual but casual affairs. So if he took 
the unconventional path, she could not condemn him. No. 
Hadn’t she done the same thing, with Bianca, with Fel? 

And it bad been sweet, too sweet, especially with FeL 
Gay promised herself never to indulge her desires that 
way again. Since she would not permit herself to love a 
man, it would be too easy for her to fall in love with a 
woman.», 



CHAPTER NINE 


Shadotv M^orld 

T T NDER the diamonds and sleek furs, under the polish, 
^ the people were the same. ITiree months in Holly¬ 
wood among the glittering personalities had taught Gay 
all she needed to know. 

She was glad her Hollywood stay was almost over. Glad, 
too, she need no longer worry about the flaming tempera¬ 
ments, the writing and rewriting, the arguing about what 
she had wanted and what she had tried to say. 

New York, from its distance of three thousand miles, 
seemed to be beckoning like an oasis of peace and quiet 
She felt drawn to the friends she had left there, reasonable 
people who would let her alone. 

She glanced at her watch impatiently. The paper had 
said eight-thirty. WeU, it was that now. She wanted the 
performance to begin so that she could lean back in the 
seat and lose herself in the music. 

What was it Peter had said that night, the last time 
she’d seen him? 

Haven't you sold yourself enough? And his Ups had 
twisted with the bitter taste of the words. 

Well, she had. And soon it would be over. At home, at 
home the leaves would be beginmng to turn brown. Thdi 
was one of the things she didn’t like about Los Angeles. 
It was too constant, steady. It, too, wore a face for the 
world to see. Another mask among the many. There bad 
to be a time for the tearing away of masks. 

A hush fel over the audience. In a single unified mo¬ 
tion, everyone leaned forward, breath suspended. Then 
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he was on the stage* Peter Storm, violin and bow under 
his arm, stood and waited. 

Gay squinted a little trying to bring his face into sharper 
focus. Even from that distance, she thought that she knew 
his face was thinner, paler. With a nod to the accompanist, 
he lifted the violin. 

She sank back in her chair and put her hands over her 
eyes as the music flooded die hall. It was what he had 
played at Bianca's that first week-end. The passionate, 
exhilarating tones flowed into her blood with the effect 
of wine until, almost unwillingly, she lifted her head to 
look at him again. 

Around her, she heard praise of his music, his vir¬ 
tuosity, his feeling. And she realized she'd heard only a 
small part of the music. What was listed on the program 
as three compositions, had blended into one grand sym¬ 
phony for her. 

AH during the intermission, she sat quietly, hands 
clasped in her lap, waiting for Peter to return. This was 
all she’d ever have of him, a few concerts, the records he 
had made. She couldn’t bear for time to be wasted in 
smoking and talking while he stood in the wings. 

“Gay, Gay! What are you doing here?” Bianca pulled 
at her coat. *‘What a mob! Wait a minute.” 

“I’ve got to go home right now, Bianca. Enjoy yourself?” 

Bianca had been one good thing about Hollywood. 
The part the columnists didn’t write about, the actress who 
was, underneath the bright manner, a good and constant 
friend, 

“But we’re going backstage. Do come along. Peter’Il be 
so glad to see you.” 

“Yeah, come on, Gay,” Marty put in. “We’ll some¬ 
thing to eat afterwards and take you straight home if you 
want.” 

“Thanks a lot.” Gay felt her lips smile, knew that her 
face was doing the right thing. “But I’m not quite dressed 
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for it, you know.’’ She glanced down at her suit and then 
at Bianca’s lame gown, '‘And besides, somebody’s waiting 
for me. 1 ... I have to go right away. I’ll see you, when 
was it, Thursday?” 

“Day after tomorrow, Thursday, that’s right. Come on, 
Marty,” Bianca winked at Gay and took Marty’s a rm. 

“Have fun,” She hurried through the lobby and hailed 
a taxi. The apartment spelled sanctuary and she anticipated 
the luxury of dreaming of Peter, seeing his face in her 
min d and listening to his music, 

John Westering seemed like a nice enough fellow. 
Anybody Marty got to make a foursome turned out pretty 
well. What was it, Gay wondered, that Marty had said, 
“John’s a scripter.” Or was it a director? After three 
months, she told herself, I ought to be able to keep 
things like that straight. 

The Derby was crowded and smoky in spite of concealed 
ventilators. But of course, Bianca’s party had a perfect 
table. Bianca was nice to die maitre. And she never made 
a big fuss. Well, at least not very often. And certainly 
never in public. The time for free-for-all fights among the 
big names was definitely over. That was one reason Bianca 
always got a good table. Besides being beautiful and 
important, she was also a lady. Gay grinned a little to 
herself. Funny, the things that help. 

“You’re leaving soon,” John was sa 3 ring, 

“Yes, going back to New York where I belong.” 

“Don’t you like the Coast?” 

“Oh, yes, but I just came out for one job and I want 
to get back to the old rut.” She smiled appealingly, “You 
know how it is,” 

“I’ve almost forgotten. In the words of a fine old gentle¬ 
man I won’t name, give my regards to Broadway.” 

She griimed at him, her eyes noting his somber look, 
“IT! do that” 
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“It may be that you’re wise going back now,” He 
seemed to savor the idea of leaving HoUywoodp To want 
to talk about it. 

“I think it’s best for me. But of course, it could be just 
one of those mistakes people make/’ 

“I know about those,” Westering said without smiling. 

“What are you two doing, so solemn? This is a party.” 
Bianca leaned toward them, the black coronet of her hak 
gleaming in the bright lights. 

“It’s a party, aO right.” John looked around the crowded 
room, “Everybody in the world is here.” 

“Not quite.” Gay didn’t smile either. There’s a whole 
world outside this one, she thought. And perhaps a whole 
world outside of that one. And somewhere, Peter. - , , 
“Worlds and worlds, you know.” 

“That’s exactly what I think I like about you,” John 
told her. “You keep going profound at the oddest mo¬ 
ments.” 

“And speaking of worlds, it’s a small one,” Marty put 
in. “Look who’s arriving?” 

“Who?” Bianca craned her neck. ‘Oh, Peter. Isn’t that 
fine? I didn’t expect he would be able to make it I asked 
him but he said he didn’t think he could come. Marty, 
there’s a darling, run over and tell we’re sitting here, and 
see about another chair.” She went on to Gay, “You’ll 
get a chance to see him after all. This is someone you’ll 
like, John. Have you heard him play?” 

“Oh, yes,” John continued, watching Gay. 

She turned her head slowly until her eyes located Peter 
walking with Marty toward the table. She knew the precise 
moment he saw her, though he gave no outward sign. 
And then, in a few seconds, Bianca was introducing Jolm 
and telling Peter to sit next to Gay. As he followed her 
gesture, and slid into his chair, their knees just barely 
brushed. 

Wordlessly, she looked at him, her eyes going over the 
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planes of his face with care^ searchmg out the truths that 
lay behind his composure. 

In some way, Bianca had maneuvered this meeting. 
Meaning it as a kindness to Gay. What could it mean 
to Peter? 

“So youVe been to Sodom, and now Bianca tells me 
you*re leaving. How did you find it here?” Peter said. 

“It*s fine, Peter,” There wasn*t anything wrong about 
the words or the way they fell from her lips, but she 
hurried on as if to cover an ugly slip of the tongue, “I like 
it. Exciting, interesting. And plenty of story material 
The people,” 

“You like it. Thafs good,” 

“I heard you play the other night, Peter,” Her hands 
twisted anxiously in her lap. 

He didn’t wait for her to compliment him, “Did you?” 

She decided, then, that what she had thought was 
composure was realty indifference, coldness. He had put 
her out of his mind. He hadn’t known she would be here 
tonight. Bianca had not plotted with him. And it must 
have been a shock, a shadow from out of the past, to see 
her sitting and waiting for him to speak. 

Better that way. Better for him, that in three months, 
he could close her away as if there had never been an 
April. 

“They must be anxious for you to come back. To New 
York, I mean,” Peter was saying. 

“Anxious?” She had been looking at Bianca and Marty 
who seemed to be trying to keep John Westering occupied. 
So Peter could talk to her, she decided. Mentally she 
saluted them for a good, but unsuccessful try, 

“1 mem Tom Carline.” 

“Oh, Tom,” Something in his tone made her look at 
him quickly. Then the laugh that burst from her throat 
seemed to surprise him. 
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“What's funny about that?” The dark serious eyes didn't 

waver from he^, 

“Your mentioning Tom, that's aU. It reminded me of 
something.” 

There was a pause between them, she wondering what 
he had heard about Tom Carline, and Peter just looking 
at her. 

Then he said softly, “Do you stUl write poetry?” 

For a moment she felt as if he had taken an ice pick 
and penetrated her breast with it. She felt her face go still 
and expressionless, and knew that once again, he had 
brutally pushed her mask sideways and was peering 
behind it. 

Moving stiffly, her Hps brought out the single word, 
“No.” 

“Too bad. But I rather thought not.” His glance raked 
her face. “Barney told me about it. Even got hold of a 
book for me.” 

“I see.” Now it was Barney, too. Was every one of her 
friends trying to lead her into Peter's arms? Well, Mttle did 
they know that he didn’t even want her any more. And, 
she, of course, did not want him either, 

“I liked it. Gay, I liked the you in it.” 

“Did you? And I liked your concert the other night 
Didn't get a chance to mention it before,” 

“That’s nice, too. And now, shall we stop trading 
compliments for a while?” 

“Any time you say,” she agreed stiffly. So Barney had 
gotten him a book: The Third Hearty it was called. And 
what he had read there, he had read before, in her face. 
In a hotel corridor. Walking in the park at twilight. 

“Oh, Peter, you must look,” Bianca was saying. “Here 
comes the most talked-about man in Hollywood. They 
say he , . Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Monkeys, 
imagine that!” 
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“I can’t,” John Westering put in. “I don’t like haiiy 
women,” 

“It takes all kinds,” Gay shrugged. “It could happen any 
place in the world where people have enough money to 
do what they want. Not just here.” She laughed and looked 
down into her glass. “And it’s probably not true anyway.” 

“Besides,” Peter muttered at her side, “There are worse 
things, aren’t there. Gay?” 

“I’m not much familiar with the more earthy aspects of 
sin, Peter. In spite of what you seem to think.” Her fingers 
twisted around the glass in her hand, 

“But you ought to be,” he told her quickly. “Material, 
you know. A writer will do anything for material. And 
after all, it’s what you are working with all the time.” 

‘My imagination goes just so far. And there are plenty 
of things in Ufe I don’t care to experience.” 

“That is one thing of which I’m quite certain.” Peter 
took up his drink, “Since you’re going back to New York, 
111 toast your further success in the big city.” 

“And I’ll toast your success, too, Peter. In the whole 
world.” 


CHAPTER TEN 

Limited Engagement 


CHE carefully wrote her name on the label: Miss Gay 
^ Bracken, l^eeling, she tied the label to the trunk 
handle, noting that while her mind seethed, her hands 
doubled the knot, anxious Uiat her identification be secure. 

The double tying of the cord gave her a sense of finality. 
The end. Of Hollywood for one. Tomorrow another be- 
&nnmg. 
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At the sharp knock on the door, she sat back. Thinking, 
hoping she had been mistaken. Not real knuckles against 
wood. But it sounded again, and she got up clumsily, 
sighing. There was no one she wanted to see now. Better 
to keep occupied with small chores than face the eyes 
of friends. 

Peter brushed her aside, and closing the door behind 
him, looked around. 

The lean body filled the room. 

“This place doesn’t have the print of you that your 
apartment at home did.” 

She followed his dark searching eyes. Two packed 
trunks. A neat dresser which also served as a desk. The 
bare walls. 

“I haven’t really been living here, Peter.” At last, she 
could speak. She turned to the sofa and crouched in a 
corner of it. “You might as weU sit down, 1 guess.” 

Sitting near her, his hands clasped and unclasped 
nervously. 

“1 had to see you, Gay.” 

“What is it, Pete?” 

“I can’t go on like this. Everywhere I go, I find myself 
looking fiar yon. 1 think of you in everything I do.” He 
reached for her' bUndly, and they huddled together. 

She fonnd herself unresisting, responding to the pleasure 
of his arins. j, 

“I didn’t want to go tonight, knowing you would be 
there with Bianca, perhaps with another man, but I had 
to. I had to see you again even if you hate me.” His words 
sluired over Ms tongue, blowing in warm little spurts 
against her cheek* 

“Don’t say that, Pete.” Her voice trembled and she 
paused, while of its own volition, her band slid upward to 
stroke his hair. “Don’t talk now.” 

“But I must tell you, And tMs time you must listen to 
me. Gay. It can’t go on like this. I look for you in the 
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streets, in the stores. In every audience, I follow strangers 
mistaking them for you. And I see you* With others. Like 
that time at Bianca^s when you wadked with Tom, and I 
couldn't stand it. You must belong to me, Gay.” 

Yes, I feel it, too. I must belong to you, Pete. But 
aloud, she said, “You don’t understand , , 

‘T know I love you. I know no one has ever before be¬ 
longed to me. And I’ve never wanted anyone. But now it*s 
all changed. I dream of you every minute. You’re a part 
of me, Gay,” 

“Please, Pete, Wait. Listen to me before you say any¬ 
thing more.” She rubbed her cheek against his. “You 
know how I feel about you. And I know, too. But I can’t 
make you happy. I can’t be what you want of me. Don’t 
^ you understand? Don't you see? I'm too afraid. Fete. I’ve 
forgotten how to be in love. A few years ago, if you had 
known me then, perhaps , , 

His lips slipped to curve of her throat and pressed 
softly against the warm skin. “I won’t listen until you 
promise to marry me in New York. I won’t listen to any¬ 
thing else.” 

“You don’t know what you’re saying, Pete, Not what it 
really means. You don’t know. You don’t know me. The 
real inside me. I’m cold all the way through. I’ve forgotten 
about love. I don’t even know what it means any more. 
I feel something for you, but I . . Her voice trafled off 
and she paused, feeling tears gather in her eyes and spill 
down the curve of her cheeks. “Why do you think I 
wouldn’t even talk to you in New York? I knew then what 
would happen. I knew we would only hurt each other.” 

The warm tears fell upon Ms hand. “Don’t cry,” he 
whispered. “We will be happy.” 

“Will we, Pete? Do you think we can be?” It was 
capitulation, and now she wanted Ms assurance to fill her 
heart. 

“I know you. I know you as if you were always the 



84 


GOLDEN TRAMP 


same. Always the Gay in front of an open door, hating 
to go to a party. Not wanting the humiliation of kowtow¬ 
ing, of pretending. And knowing you, I promise we will 
be happy together.” His hands began to stroke away the 
tears. 

“But perhaps Fm not always in front of open doors,” 

“We’ll never let them get near you, darling. Those that 
make you wear the gargoyle’s mask and talk bitter-sweet 
—they’ll never hurt you again.” 

“It’s not people, Pete. It’s just me.” 

“No, darling. No.” His fingers touched her lips and 
stopped the words she had begun. 

“It’s settled, Gay, All settled. We’re together now.” 

And she lay in his arms, letting his lips melt away her 
resistance, chipping away at her fear until it seemed noth¬ 
ing more than lie memory of an ugly dream in childhood. 
She was suddenly safe, at rest in his arms. 

Then there were the practical, the everyday things that 
had to be decided. 

If it were hard to let herself fall in love, it would be 
hard, too, she realised, to change the whole pattern of life 
she had built up around a phantom. 

But now she was too happy to concern herself. She 

would let Pete decide. She would let Pete do the plan¬ 
ning. 

“You’re leaving tomorrow, aren’t you?” He spoke as 
if he had read her mind. 

“Yes. Yes, tomorrow,” she agreed dreamily, 

“So are we. Sam’s packing now. Let’s see. I’ve got a 
concert in Chicago, and then back to New York. I’ll meet 
you there and we can be married, and there’s the lodge. 
Do you think you’d like the lodge this time of year?” 

“Oh, yes. Yes, it’d be perfect. The leaves’ll be turning 
red on the hills. There’ll be smoke in the air, and frosts 
in the mcroing. And at night the stars . , 

“Then we’E go to the lodge.” He laughed exultantly. “I 
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knew you’d want that, too. And apples fresh from the 
trees, and the steep hills’ brush turning purple , . 

Purple, Gay thought, shivering against Peter’s shoulder, 
purple like the flowers on the May field. She subdued the 
stray thought, while fear flickered across her face, 

“What are you thinking, darling?’* Peter’s arms tight¬ 
ened, 

“I, don’t know, Pete,” She smiled at him^ and ran her 
fingers over his lips. 

“Sure you do,” He spoke against her fingers. “Sure you 
know. You’re always aware of what you’re thinking.” 

“Sometimes it’s Just a formless, wordless thing, I can’t 
be forever reporting any old stray thought that trickles 
around in my gray matter. Or is it the white?” 

The dark brows were slanting upward and the dark eyes 
boring intently into her own, “But I want to know all of 
you, Gay—what you think, what you feel, , , 

“Time, darling. It’s a matter of time for all those 
things.” 

“Will you have enough time to get ready if we plan on 
November first, for the weddingj I mean?” 

“Plenty. There’s nothing to do. But whereTl we live?” 

“Sam will move out. So will lonathan, my accompanist. 
The New York apartment is big, roomy, and with them 
gone, there’ll be an extra room for you.” 

“We’re lucky, aren’t we? No housing problems.” She 
grinned at him, “Most people have to worry about that” 

“I suspect so,” he agreed absently, “Of course, there’s 
a Boston concert in December ... I don’t remember the 
date, but you can come with me.” 

“Of course I can. I’ll pack my little portable and keep 
light on working all the time.” 

“And you can work at whatever you like. Whatever 
* * . and if maybe, you want to do something differenti” 
he paused carefully, “Well, you’ll be able to.” 
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“You want some coffee? It’s awfully late. If you’re to 
piaVf. the train tomorrow, you ought to be packing.” 

“I don’t want to leave you now.” 

She grinned crookedly. “Now, Pete . . 

“Ah, these efficient women. Are you always like that?” 

“Sure, and from now on, you’ll have to be, too. I hate 
to be late, miss trains, lose things ...” 

He rubbed his hand on his chin and looked at her 
woefully. 

“What’s the matter?” She laughed at his expression. 

“You should’ve said ffiat before,” he grinned. “I’m 
never on time. I always miss trains, and everything I own 
gets lost at some time or other. It’s my way of rebelling.” 

“Well,” she told him firmly, “This is a new regime.” 

“I’d better caU Sam. I forgot to.” He half rose. 

“You forgot what?” She stood in front of him. “What 
did you forget?” 

“Sam. He’s waiting for me to call him.” 

He rose and went to the phone. “Not disconnected yet, 
is it?” 

“No. Why is he waiting?” she demanded curiously. 

“To find out.” 

As his fingers went to the dial, she coveted them with 
her own. ‘To find out what?” 

“If it’s all right.” He began to lau^, “He’s probably 
standing at the phone worrying and waiting.” 

“Did you tell him you were coming here, Pete? And 
why?" 

“Sure. He got me all fixed up with a couple of drinks, 
poured me into a cab and said to call him when it was all 
over.” He laughed a gain. “As a matter of fact, it might 
have been his idea altogether.” 

“That’s fine. Whom else did you tell? Bianca? Marty? 
All Hollywood?” The bitter edge on her voice was harsh 
and real in her ears. “Your precious Jonathan?” 

“Hey, simm er down.” 
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“It gives me a funny feeling that Sam shaiild have known 
before you even asked me. It’s a pretty private business for 
someone who hates me to be involved in,” 

He put the phone quietly on the hook and took her into 
his arms. “Sam doesn’t hate you. It was his idea that I 
come here tonight, Gay. He’s all my family to me, the only 
one that cares about me,” 

“I know that, but Pete, some things are just between 
you and me. I don’t want to have the feeling that you’l 
go running to him all the time,” 

sorry, Gay, Truly- I don’t see why you should 
care, but I’m sorry.” 

We’re almost quarreling, she thought. Quarreling be¬ 
cause of my idiotic sense of privacy, You should be grate¬ 
ful to Sam. Because Pete’s here, 

*‘It’s just me,” she said aloud, shaking her head as if 
to drive away an unhappy thought. “He is your family. 
Honestly, what’s the matter with me?” 

He patted her cheek. “Nothing, You were just sur¬ 
prised, that’s all. Come hold my hand while I teU Mm.’* 
After dialing quickly, his eyes went back to her face. It 
was as if he couldn’t look at her, touch her enou^ to 
make up for the long separation. 

“Sam? It’s all right. Get me packed. Yes, sure. ITl be 
back soon. Just get me packed. No, I’ll make the train 
this time. The blue suit and topcoat. That’s aU, When? 
Oh, November first. Well go to the lodge, Sam, do me a 
favor, will you? Remember to get somebody out there 
to get it aU cleaned and stocked up. Okay, Sam. So long.” 

Then he kissed Gay, reaching behind him to drop the 
phone back on the hook, 

“He’s not only your family. He’s also your mother, isn’t 
he?” She grinned teasingly. “Does he put a handkercMef 
in your coat pocket for you, too?” 

“Almost. You happy?” 

“How do 1 look” She twirled out of his arms, dancing 
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across the room. “And you ought to go aow. I have some 
things still to do. And some t hinki ng.” 

“You haven’t said anything about your folks. Gay. 
Soon as we get back from the honeymoon, let’s go to 
Washington. I want to meet your folks,” 

“You want to meet them?” Her eyebrows rose. “You 
do? Really?” 

“I do, really. What’s so odd about that?” He settled 
himself on the sofa. “TTiey will be relatives after all. And 
I want to get to know them. You never meet people right 
at weddings.” 

“At the wedding? Oh, no, Pete. I just want you and 
me.” 

“Sam’s got to be best man, and you do want your folks 
to give you away, don’t you?” 

Steven had never wanted to meet the folks, and when 
he finaUy had, he hadn’t liked them. Gay thought. And 
no wonder. Why should he have liked them? Parents are 
frightening to a man like Steven. Parents mean ties. 

But she didn’t want the kind of wedding that included 
father ^ving away the bride. Nor mother weeping quietly 
nearby. 

“No, Pete. Let’s keep it small. I’ll wire and let them 
know. And afterward we can go down to Washington, if 
you really want to.” 

“Sure?” He tipped her face upward to look into her 
eyes. “Sure you just don’t feel like going to the bother? 
We could still have a small wedding, you know,” 

“That’s how I want it. And now, beat it out of here, 
will you?” 

“Trying to get rid of me already? There’s still such a 
lot we ought to talk about. And still a lot I want to tell 
you.” 

“Not now, Pete. It’s getting late. Sam will be tearing 
his hair out trying to get ready. And besides, I have an 
awful lot to get used to now, and 1 • • 
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I want to t hink about how lucky I am, she thought* 

“Meet you at the station?” she went on* 

“Nothing doing.” He grinned, toushng her brown curls. 
“You don't get any chances to change your mind* We’ll 
stop by for you.” 

She wasn't smiling when she said, “As if I could change 
my mind now. Will you be on time? Promise?” 

“I'm turning over a new leaf. As of now* I'll be on 
time.” 

“Good night, Peter*” 

“Pucker up.” Very lightly his arms went around her 
shoulders. 

She raised her face to his, feeling her lashes brush Ms 
cheek. “Good night.” 

“Tomorrow,” He kissed die tip of her nose and ruffled 
her hair* 

“Tomorrow, Pete,” She leaned against the door as it 
closed behind Mm. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 

Old Flames 

^^HE tapping of the pipe against Sam’s hand caught 
Gay’s attention, and she turned from the window 
smiling. “You know what I just saw out there?” 

“What?” His small gray face, cut deep by long melan* 
choly lines, waited for her to go on, 

“A wedding procession.” She grinned at him, trying to 
evoke some kind of response. “And a girl in blue, and you 
holding out a ring.” She went on a bit wistfully, “I guess 
I’m too old to be indulging in flights of fancy.” 

“I’m a little surprised.” The pipe went on tapping. “I 
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didn’t know yon went in for that particular ^rpe of illu¬ 
sion.” 

“Everybody daydreams, I guess.” She moved uncom¬ 
fortably under his steady eyes. “Where’s Pete?” 

“He got restless, took a walk or something. He hates 
train travel.” He was telling her there was much she didn’t 
know about Pete, much she would never be able to under¬ 
stand. 

“We ought to be friends, you and me, for his sake.” 

“All right. We’ll be friends.” 

“I’ll make him happy, Sam,” she told him in a rush. 
“You’ll see. I’ll_” 

“You might try,” he conceded. “But you won’t know 
howp” 

“I love him, though,” she whispered. “I . , ” 

“Your kind of love.” His thin gray Ups twisted in some¬ 
thing like a smile. “Not precisely the smne thing he feels 
for you.” 

“You sent him to me, Sam, Why’d you do that, if . , 

“Because he had to find out one way or the other. He 
couldn’t , , , bis music, everything, was marked. He had 
to find out He has to learn, too, I guess.” 

“And you think 1*11 teach him. Is that it?” She went on 
almost proudly, “But I won’t. I love Pete, you see. You 
don’t want us to marry, I know that. What have you gbt 
against me, Sam? What , ♦ 

“Against you? Nothing, nothing at all. I even,” he hesi¬ 
tated over the words, “I even like you. There’s the hurt 
you had , , 

“What do , . . ?” 

“It’s there, isn’t it? For anybody who looks to see. That’s 
what I like you for, I guess. No, Gay, It’s because of 
Peter.” 

“Let’s not talk about it, Sam. Please, let’s not. We can 
stiU be friends for the person we both love, but if you say 
any more, I . , 
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*‘A11 right, Gay. Perhaps you’re right.” He stood up, 
stretched. going to walk, too.” 

The compartment door closed behind Sam, leaving Gay 
alone with thoughts. 

Sam must be wrong. She pushed away the memory of 
his eyes. They had been too sincere, too gentle. And he 
had to be wrong. 

Bianca was wrong, too. Being married to Marty should 
be enough for her, but it wasn’t. She didn’t dare let her 
public know. If it got out, Bianca thought she would 
find the lines at the box office fading away. And the 
figures on the bank statements would dwindle, too. 

“We are married, Gay,” Bianca had confessed. “Of 
course we’re married. Fm not the type to live in sin. Be¬ 
sides, if they found out, , 

“It’s not good for you, nor for Marty, to be pretending 
all the time. You should have a home and all that goes 
with it.” 

“A home,” Bianca had shrugged, “On what? No, for 
another year at least, we’ll manage this way, and then 
we’ll just announce it” 

“Marty’s not happy, though, Bianca.” 

“I know that,” She’d looked at Gay soberly. “But what 
can I do? We need the money. And Marty couldn’t be 
in pictures long without me. He can’t act. Oh, I wouldn’t 
tell him, but he can’t” 

“He could get another job, anything that . . 

“You get used to all this. Gay.” Bianca’s hand fluttered 
toward the elaborate furniture. “Marty wouldn’t know 
how to go back to the Bronx. And neither would I.” 

“You’re hurting him inside, aren’t you?” 

“Hurting him? Yes, Yes, I suppose I am. But you’ve 
got to make sacrifice, I don’t like it, either. This going 
out with other men, I’d sooner be home, yes, home with 
Marty. But we can’t even have a home yet. And I want 
children . . Her soft voice trailed off. 
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But Bianca and Maity, Gay thought, theyVe letting 
life slide away from them, just as I did. And Marty had 
warned hen 

**Get out of here. Gay,” Marty had told her, ‘‘Go back 
home where you belong, I don’t mean New York either,” 

“And how about you?” She could remember tipping 
her head back to look up at his too handsome face, the 
mask secure, hiding the real heart behind it. “How about 
you?” 

“It’s too late for me**’ He had missed a step in the 
dance. ‘'Sorry. IVe got two left feet with me tonight,” 

“It’s too true. Only amended. Just tonight?” 

“Okay. Every ni|ht.” He had soimded sulky. “You’d 
be a nice girl if you went back where you came from. 
But maybe it’s too late for you, too.” 

“Maybe it is.” She had laughed lightly* “What are we 
talking about, anyhow?” 

“You know what we’re talking about. Don’t widen your 
eyes at me. And stop chewing Pete’s ear, will you?” 

Then it was she who stumbled. “Let’s not dance any 
more.” 

“Wait’ll the music ends. He’s a nice guy, a sensitive 
guy/’ 

She grinned to herself and pulled a note pad from her 
pocketbook. Now, while the story was stM fresh in her 
mind, was the time to do a rough outline on the man and 
his monkeys. Poor fellow, just because he had a sad, quiet 
face and liked to be alone, he was talked about. 

They whispered his name, and wished they could know 
h irn better. Wished they could be inducted into the mys¬ 
teries of the rites they attributed to him. How horrified 
he’d be if he knew thek stoiies. Or perhaps he did. , , , 

The compartment door opened, interrupting Gay’s trend 
of thought. 

“What are you doing, Gay?” Pete asked as he entered, 

“Outline.” 
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‘*What of?” 

She looked up^ smothering the twinge of irritation* Just 
when it was coining down so nicely. Just when . . . 
thinking about a noveL” 

*‘The usual kind?” He hadn’t meant to be disparagiiig 
but there it was, in his tone. 

“No, Pete. Not quite. Tm going to try something new.” 

“Serious?” He leaned forward and patted her knee. 
*T shouldn’t be messing in your work, should I?” 

“Yes, serious. And you’re not messing in my work,” 

“Well, don’t work too hard and get yourself all worn 
out.” 

“Oh, I won’t really really get started until later. I just 
want to get the outline down and put it away for a while. 
You know, the gestation process.” 

“Is it all as cut and dried as that?” 

“Every trade has its secrets, darling?” 

“And will you teach me?” 

“Certainly not,” she laughed. “Would you teach me to 
play the violin? Don’t answer that. I don’t think you could. 
But a woman’s got to have some mystery, some . , 

“Not fox me, Promifie we’ll keep everything out in the 
open.” 

It was a favorite word of Ms. Promise, A part of his 
intensity. A part of him. 

“Oh, you’re getting too serious, Pete, Fm only kidding.” 

“Promise, Gay,” 

“AH right, Peter. I promise,” 

And again the fear was in her heart 

The train was pulling slowly out of the Chicago station. 
Gay waved a last good-bye to Peter and Sam. He had 
insisted on standing outside, talking through the window 
though she couldn’t hear him. Sam had waited patiently 
a few steps away. 

Now that Peter was gone, the compartment was empty. 
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She would rather have been in a coach where she could 
look at the other travelers. 

She pulled the notebook from her pocketbook and 
glared at it. This, too, would be a challenge, A hard job. 
Different from any of the others. 

She was writing, deep in concentration, when a sound 
tnade her look up. 

**Gay, my dear,” 

The perfectly sculptured head was the same. And the 
crisp dark hair, accented by one shockingly white lock, 

“Steven,” she heard herself saying calmly. “How are 
you?” 

“May I coma in?” 

“Of course. Do.” Were those meanin^ess, polite words 
hers? Were the still, relaxed hands in her lap hers also? 

“I was passing and just happened to see you sitting 
here. It gave me quite a start.” 

He sat across from her, tenting his fingers in the gesture 
she remembered, “You’ve made quite a success of your¬ 
self, haven’t you?” 

She shrugged deprecatingly. “Good luck.” 

“Fve meant to call you many times, but you know how 
those tilings are. And besides, I thought perhaps you 
would rather not remember me at all.” 

She realized, watching his curving brows, that he was 
waiting for her to say something that would make her 
again the Gay of four years before, 

“You’ve changed,” he said at last, 

“We all do. We have to.” She pulled a cigarette from 
her bag and lit it. “What are you doing on the train?” 

“Perhaps I was searching for you.” Having tossed her 
the cue, he leaned back smiling. 

“What do you do besides ride on trams, Steven?” 

“What does anyone do? I’m married now, you know.” 

“That’s nice.” 

“Well, aren’t you going to ask me to whom?” 
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*‘AI1 ri^t. To whom?” It must be somebody important, 
she told herself. He wants to show off. 

“Usha Calome,” He waited expectantly for some 
response from her. 

“Oh? Who is she?” It was just a name, rather exotic, 
useful sometime later perhaps. But it had no special signif¬ 
icance for Gay. 

“You’re still vague about some things, if nothing else. 
The Chicago Calomes.” 

“I suppose I shouldn’t ask, Steven, but who in the hell 
are the Chicago Calomes?” 

“If you don’t know, I guess it doesn’t matter.” He 
shrugged. The expensive gesture was just the same. 
“Didn’t you ever miss me at all, Gay?” He leaned 
forward, fixing his eyes on hers, and reached for her 
hand. “Seeing you again, after all this time, has brought 
back so many memories.” 

“Steven,” she said smoothly, “Why, my goodness, Ste¬ 
ven, are you trying to flirt with me all over again?” 

“Gay, I. . 

And then she was letting Mm kiss her. 

Why not? She had to find out, didn’t she? Once and 
for all? If there were anything at all left in her, any faint 
residue of love or need for this man, it would not be fair 
to marry Peter, woidd it? 

Besides, it would not be fair to marry him, either, if 
anything were wrong with her. And she had to admit, she 
was worried. All through that Hollywood stay, she had 
not let a man touch her, had not wanted to be touched. 
She had felt vague desires for one or two of the women, 
though, and this was even more alarming. She had resisted 
successfully—but yes, she was won:ied. An episode with 
Steven, perhaps, could reassure her on two counts: she 
could establish whether any trace of love for him still 
remained in her—and whether she could respond to a 
male, stiM, in a healthy, normal, physical way. 
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She lay back oo the seat, puUing his body down. He 
was surprised by this easy re-conquest, but delighted by 
it as well. He bestowed kisses freely oo her lips, her ears, 
and then, boldly, on her rich bosom. But his clean, ardent 
lips evoked no response in her—so she feigned it. 

He always had been clever about clotiimg and things. 
In no tune at aU, though not at aU fully disrobed and 
clinging in what once would have been delicious intiinacy 
for her and still was—for him. His hands and lips took 
special pleasure not oidy in those magnificent breasts he 
so well remembered, but in her long, slim, shppeiy legs, 
her smooth thigh flesh. And as the train rocked and 
clicked, in the isolation of the compartment he drove 
home his manhood, reveling again and again in the 
ecstatic joys of her warm and welcoming femininity. 
Welcoming, yes. For she was doing her best to rise to 
the occasion. But she felt nothing, nothing at all . . • 


CHAPTER TWELVE 

Honeymoon 


W ITH amusement, Gay remembered Sam smiling 
wholeheartedly. She thought, he must have bor¬ 
rowed someone else’s face just for Pete’s wedding. 

When Pete slid the plain platinum band on her finger, 
she had felt certain of her love for him—despite the 
physical lack affirmed in Steven’s arms. Unconsciously, 
she snuggled closer to Peter, in die car. They were on 
their way to the lodge. 

**At the top of this hill, there is a rocky lane,” he said. 
“Then we go up that, then to the left, and there’s the lodge. 
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Waiting for ns. It has the most wonderful view in the 
world. Our world.” 

“Oh, Pete. I thought you were just being polite. Calling 
it a lodge. But it really is.” She eyed the imposing facade 
of an elaborate home. In every other detail, the wide 
windows, the huge porch, the formal garden, it was a 
scaled-down mansion. 

“Did you think we were going to spend our hone 3 rmoon 
in a log cabin?” 

“It wouldn’t matter, darling. Remember, lots of people 
have.” 

“With privies, too, I can’t see you stealing down the 
lane to a . , 

“That’s enough,” she laughed. “Where on earth did 
you get it?” 

“Belonged to my father. He liked to rough it in com¬ 
fort.” 

As soon as he stopped the car under the carport at 
the side of the house, she swung the door open and 
stepped out, 

“This is wonderful. Oh, Pete, smell the air. Leaves, 
and smoke. And something sweet. What is that?” 

“Apples, maybe. Prepare to be carried across the 
threshold,” 

“Oh, no,” she laughed. “You’re not that old-fashioned, 
are you?” 

“But I am,” he told her pavely, “And I’ll try very 
hard not to stumble, too.” 

“You’ll always be mine, Gay. Mine. Won’t you?” 

They were lying in bed, and she could feel the warmth 
of bis thigh against her own, 

“Won’t you?” 

“Foolish question number thirty.” She turned on her 
side and rubbed her hand along the warm flesh of his 
chest. 
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“Yon haven’t said yes, though/’ 

“Yes. Yes, a thousand times yes. Who else’s would 
I be?” Her lips sought his mouth, whispered against it 
“And now suppose you stop talfcmg so much. Remember 
you promised me that tomorrow we would take a long 
hike through the fields.” 

The hills would be purple again, purple as wild flowers 
on the May-dressed meadows, and the shrubbery would 
be drying against the earth. 

“I’ll try to be what you want me to be, Pete. FU always 
try/’ 

“Yourself. Just be yourself, Gay, Whatever you are. 
Like the first time I saw you/’ 

“You must have seen an awful lot that day, Pete, 
It doesn’t please me to think you saw through me with 
one sharp look. I didn’t see through you at all, I just 
liked what I did see/’ 

“Saw through you?” His arms sHd around her again, 
“Saw you.” He went on, murmuring dreamily. “It’s 
wonderful not to have to be sparring all the time. At 
least with you, I can know where I stand. Where we 
stand. All my life, all the time, Fve been feeling people 
out. Trying to know them. And just when I thi^ I do, 
something happens, and they become different. Or they go 
away,” 

“FU be here always, Steven.” 

“Steven?” His voice was tight. “The name is Peter.” 

“Oh, Pete,” she began to laugh, the shrill sound filling 
the corners of the room, and slapping back at her in 
abrupt waves, “1 said Pete, didn’t I? Didn’t I?” 

His hand went over her mouth. “No, darling, no.” The 
dark brows peaked over his eyes as he looked down 
at her. “But don’t say an 3 rthmg. It just doesn’t matter.” 

Then he slid his hand away and kissed her lips. 

She tipped her head back, away from him. Laughing 
again. Nervously. Hysterically. 
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“Oh, Pete. It’s hilarious, isa’t it? Hilarious to get my 
tongue all twisted up like that? And on my wedding 
night!” 

He didn’t answer her, but his stroking hand seemed 
to draw flames from the kiln of her body, and gradually 
her laughter faded, and she tightened against him. This 
was Peter, and she loved him. He would be able to satisfy 
her—^to give her content. And she, surely, would be able 
to do the same for him . . . 

The sun awakened her, and she lay still for a long 
moment, savoring her happiness. 

When she turned, wanting to look at Peter, she found 
him lying on his side, dark eyes open, watching her, 

“You wake up just like a baby,” he said gently. 

“Like a baby? I just wake up, that’s all.” 

“So quietly, so suddenly. One minute youYe sound 
asleep. The next completely awake.” 

“Aren’t you?” 

“No. It takes me a long while. I wake up in pieces. 
Not liking it much. But I did today. Fve been looking 
at you for an hour. Tiding to believe it is really true. 
That you are here, next to me. To touch if I move.” 

“Just to prove it to you,” she explained a bit prema¬ 
turely. Then she pinched him, “Who gets up first?” 

“It’s still too early to get up,” 

“Is that supposed to have a double meaning?” She 
yawned and stretched. “Fm awake. Might as well get up.” 

“You’re not?” He began to pull the sheet away from 
her body, but she caught at it with quick fingers, 

“It’s cool, Pete.” 

But she knew that she hadn’t feared the cool air. It 
was the gesture of ownership he had unconsciously made. 

And she realized she had hurt him. In some way, not 
meaning to, she had struck him. The humiliated look on 
his face, in the dark eyes, now drifting away from hers, 
was a blow in return. 
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“Pete. Pete.” But when he didn’t respond, she said, 
“All right, then. Here.” And she flung the sheet back 
with abandon, steeling herself in a physical sense, for 
his eyes. 

But that was wrong, too, for he slipped from the bed. 

Hating the part of herself that was cruel to him, hating 
the part of herself that was a violation of love, she 
followed him. 

She drew his arms around her waist, pressing tight 
against him until they were as one flesh. 

“Pete, don’t you understand? I love you.” 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

% 

Genius Will Out 

OHE WISHED she had had time to talk to Barney 
^ about the book, to ask what he had thought of the 
first draft. It had been hard to write, different from 
anything she had ever tried before. She was proud of 
the work in it. And besides being proud, she was a little 
afraid. . , , 

The four months of her marriage to Peter had been 
strange in many ways. Perhaps that, too, had found its 
way into the book. 

The typewriter, itself, had been the first thing to 
frighten her. After the honeymoon, after the remodeling 
and furnishing of the apartment, she had gone back to 
work. 

Once crowded in with her large desk and easy chair, 
the rows of bookcases and magazines, the study had 
seemed small. 

And that day, it seemed a long time ago now, she had 
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just begun to start, tentatively picking out a sentence, 
when Peter had burst into the room* 

“Do you have to do that now?** he had shouted* 
“Well,*' she had said quietly, “I was trying to work,'* 
“But that noise, Gay; 1 can’t do anything with that 
banging in the background- You*U have to do it some 
other time/* 

She had kept her voice even, “AH right, Pete/* That 
was not what she started to say. I work every day. What 
about the book? I can’t just sit here holding my hands 
until you’re finished. But she*d bitten the words back 
and shd the cover over the typewriter. 

“That’s my Gay/’ He had bent to kiss her, and strode 
from the room. And that day she had ordered the noise¬ 
less. 

In many ways she had found Peter was much different 
from herself. If there was anything in the world he 
wanted, it was to be alone most of the time. Or to be 
with people who talked of nothing but music. He resented 
any time he had to spend with anyone else, and any 
time she did. Even a lunch with Barney, a business 
meeting, really, bothered him. And when she reminded 
him that he had gone out before their marriage, he bad 
laughed at her. 

“That’s what you think,” he had said, 

“But you went to Bianca’s and , . .” 

“To see you. Gay? I never got around. Didn’t want to. 
And now that I have you . . /’ 

She couldn’t explain to Peter that she needed people. 
She had to learn from them, to hear them speak, to 
soak up their personalities. And that made her afraid, too. 

When Peter was signed for Boston, she went. When 
he flew to Baltimore, she went. Not because she wanted 
to, but because she didn’t know how to tel! him that 
she wanted to stay home and work. Once she had 
tried - * . 
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“But, Gay, of course, of course you'll come. I won’t 
go if you don’t,” 

“But I’m right in the middle of something important 
and , . 

“What are you working on?” he’d interrupted. “Tell 
me all about it” 

“I can’t, Pete. If I do, FU lose it. It will go away and 
I’ll never be able to finish up.” 

“Oh, you can tell me,” he had laughed, “I won’t 
give away your trade secrets.” 

“Pete, I couldn’t Don’t you see? There’s a kind of 
pressure inside to write it down, but if 1 lose that, well, 
1 couldn’t write any more. And I . . 

“Pressure to write what you turn out? You just don’t 
want to talk to me about it. Are you ashamed of what 
you do or something? Aren’t you . . .” 

She had felt her lips go numb. “No, no, it’s not 
that, . . .” 

“We’re off the subject, aren’t we?” He had ruffled her 
hair, “Well, bring along the damn stuff, that’s all.” 

And she had gone, knowing the trip, the change, the 
hours, would all slow her down. And every trip had been 
that way. Now Barney had the book she couldn’t talk 
about. 

Whatever Barney said wouldn’t impress Pete, she knew. 

On the Baltimore trip they had gone to Washington 
to see her folks. At first. Gay hadn’t really wanted to. 
But Peter had insisted. 

“Only thirty minutes by train. Gay. You ought to be 
ashamed. Why are you in such a hurry to get back any¬ 
how?” 

“I thought perhaps you would rather,” she had an¬ 
swered. And that had been true. 

“1 want to meet your folks. I want to know them. 
We’ll spend some time there.” 
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They had stayed a week and Peter had enjoyed him¬ 
self every minute of it, even if she hadn't. 

She could only hope her sharp-eyed mother didn’t 
notice when Pete’s face went stiff and cold. She could 
only hope her father didn’t notice when, suddenly, he’d 
grab his coat and go for a long walk alone. She was 
afraid they wouldn’t understand Peter. And always, she 
realized, always they stumbled over some small thing... /’ 

“Oh, Mom, put that thing away,” she exclaimed when 
her mother proudly brought out a picture album. “Pete 
doesn’t want to see me in a diaper or riding a goat.” 

“But I do. Let me see.’ And he had gone through 
every page, looking carefully at the pictures, while Gay 
had kept up a running stream of nervous chatter. “This 
is perfect. This is you. Gay.” 

“Let me see. Oh, no.” She had shouted with laughter 
at the picture he pointed to, a high-school graduation 
photograph. “Oh, no. That’s horrid. I look solemn as 
the Sphinx. Sad as a cocker with a burr on his belly.” 

“It’s you,” he had msisted. “Just what you’re really 
like . . /’ 

“If that’s what you think, you don’t . . She stopped 
short when she saw his face. 

Her father had peered over Pete’s shoulder at the 
picture. “Pictures often show things you mi^tn’t guess 
otherwise, Gay.” 

“I . . Pete looked at her. “I’m going for a walk.” 

“I hope the folks aren’t boring you too much, Pete,” 
she had said later. “Telling you all about me as a kid. 
I know . . /’ 

“They’re not boring me. I want to know. Can’t you 
understand that? I really want to know.” 

“Well, you’re in the right place for an earful.” 

“Do you feel as if I’m prying, Gay?” he’d asked 
carefully. 

She had kissed him quickly. “Don’t be silly, darlmg.” 
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Gradually, she told herself, TU learn how to manage 
my tongue. TU understand because I love him so much, 
and he will understand, too, . . , 

Now, she slid off the bed, taking a deep breath. It 
was time to start preparing for the party. 

She didn*t like giving parties any more than she liked 
going to them. But entertaining was a part of her Job. 

When she discovered the caterer had not yet delivered 
her order, she exploded. “Damn them/’ she cried at Peter, 
“I could just kill that guy.*’ She slammed the telephone 
down after inquiring. “They just forgot to send it over. 
Suppose I just forgot to pay the bill.’’ 

He looked up from the book in his lap. “What is all 
this about. Gay? Don’t get all worked up,” The sardonic 
black eyes teased at her. “Is it something important?” 

“Tve told you a half a dozen times, Pete. We’re having 
the buffet tonight. And you better get back in time, too.” 

Carefully he closed the book and put it on the arm of 
the chair before answering. “For people?” 

“Not antelopes, my love. Sure, for people.” 

“Why?” 

“WeU, because IVe got to do a little entertaining some¬ 
times. We ought to. Return evenings and all. And besides, 
it’s business.” 

“There’s too much business around here, Gay.” 

“Well, it’s too late to change it now, Pete, I’m sorry, 
but try not to mind. Pm going to shower now. Will you 
be back in time?” 

“Perhaps/^ He went to the closet, “Who will be here?” 

“Oh, Barney an<J George, Felicia, some people you 
don’t know. And probably won’t like. Fm just preparing 
you. But I’ll ba here.” 

“It sounds charming.” 

“You just don’t understand, Pete.” 

“I try hard enough, Gay, but I can’t help feeling like 
this.” 
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‘‘Look, Pete/* she was suddenly brisk. “I have a lot 
to do. Shower, and fix up some things. And, oh, I don’t 
even know where to begin. Let’s not quarrel.” 

“Okay, we won’t.” He slid into his coat. “Be seeing 
you later.” 

“Pete?” She hesitated, looking at his angrily com¬ 
pressed lips. 

“Yes?” He half turned away to open the door, the 
set of his shoulders stubborn, unyielding. 

“You will get back in time to dress, won’t you?” 

“I’ll see you,” 

Feeling he would return, she began to relax, and went 
back to her chores. She threw a last look around the 
room. 

The flowers were all right. And it wouldn’t take more 
than a few minutes to set up the buffet. 

Still planning efficiently, she finished dressing, pulling 
the green satin gown carelessly over her shoulders. Loop¬ 
ing the green velvet ribbon through the unruly curls. 

Barney should be here soon, she thought. He promised 
he would come early. 

And thinking of that, Peter returned to her thoughts. 
He should have been here by now. He still had to dress. 

“Pete,” she whispered aloud, “Pete, il you don’t come 
home for this party. Fit tear you limb from limb.” The 
ferociousness of the threat amused her. Particularly since 
she thought that actually she would do nothing. Except 
perhaps weep. 

“He will be here, any minute,” she insisted to herself. 
“Any minute.” But that didn’t drive away her feeling of 
uncertainty. Nor her need to have his moral support be¬ 
fore the door opened. 

“Gay, Gay?” Barney had knocked and opened the 
door. 

“I’m in here, Barney. Looking at the table again,” 
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“How are you doing, darling? Happy and all that sort 
of thing?’* 

“Oh, wonderfully. Think evei^thiiig looks all right? 
Will it be a success?’* Say it, say it. Will Pete be proud 
of me after all? 

“The table, the hostess, the decor, all perfect,” He 
kissed his fingertips. “Perfect. And now, what shall I 
do with my coat?” 

“Oh, Pm sorry. Here, let me have it. I’ll hang it away ” 

The waiting was unendurable. Knowing how he had 
found the new novel meant too much to her. But to let 
him know it was also unendurable. She must be casual 
and cool. Only a little interested. Mustn’t act overanxious. 

“Where’s Pete?” 

“He’ll be here in a minute.” She hesitated and added, 
“I think.” 

“Didn’t like the idea? These anti-social artists . . 

“Well, don’t keep me in suspense. What’s the verdict? 
And keep your hands off those canapes.” 

“Oh, sorry. That’s just habit. The verdict?” He grinned 
at her and took out two cigarettes, “Here have one.” 

Her heart sank at the gesture, “Oh, Barney , * 

“Take it easy, Gay. I’m just teasing. The old man’s 
excited and so am I. When can you finish up? Do another 
draft?” 

“You mean it’s okay?” She sank into the sofa. 

“Okay? No. But good, very good. Out of your usual 
stuff, but you’ve found something. Reminds me of that 
poetry you used to write. Where’d you get the idea?” 

“On the Coast, You really mean it?” 

“Sure. But keep all this under your hat. The old man 
wants to see you tomorrow about it. And then we’ll 
get right down to labor again.” 

“Fve got to tell Pete,” She jumped up and went to the 
phone. “Sam, this is Gay. How are you? Is Peter around? 
Oh, oh, I see. With Jonathan? Didn’t he say he was 
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coming home? Thanks.” She turned back to Barney. 
“Sam said he went out with his accompanist, Jonathan, 
You’ve met him. Went out for the evening.” She didn’t 
want to believe Peter would disappoint hen But Sam had 
sounded so certain. “Oh, Barney, you don’t suppose 
something has happened, do you?” 

“They are probably on their way over here now,” 
“Perhaps.” 

As her guests arrived, she became the smiling, animated 
hostess. Only occasionally did she permit herself a covert 
glance at the time, and a brief thought of Peter, 

Then, suddenly, the evening was over, 

“It was a wonderful party. Gay.” Felicia, drawing on 
her gloves ^anced at Barney. They were the last of the 
company. “I’m sorry I missed Pete. He would have 
made an attractive male addition. Coming along now, 
Barney?” 

“No, m stay with Gay for a little while, Fel.” 

“I’ll get a cab then.” 

“We have something to go over,” he explained, 
“Darling,” Fel purred, “You don’t have to teU me 
that. It’s obvious Gay’s all wrapped up in her husband,” 
She turned to Gay with a grin. “Listen to me. But under¬ 
stand these claws are being sharpened just for practice. 
Means nothing at all.” With a swirl of gold lame, and a 
final good night, Felicia left, 

“Why do you suppose he didn’t come home, Barney?” 
Gay crouched on the edge of the sofa. 

“Well, maybe he just doesn’t like your friends.” 
“Don’t be clever,” The sharp words, designed to crush 
the truth, were unsuccessful. She avoided Barney’s eyes, 
“Listen, sweetheart. It’s happened before. Don’t get 
all worked up,” 

“I’m cool as a cucumber,” Her crooked smile supported 


I 
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the words, but the mask slipped and she felt tears come 
to her eyes. “It just makes me so mad.” 

“Okay. YouTe mad.” He patted her knee comfortingly. 
“So things like this happen. But don’t go of! half-cocked.” 

“But Tm so embarrassed. Everyone asked. Wondered. 
Tomorrow it will be all over town that Pete’s left me. 
You know what happens.” 

“Now, look. What do you care?” He offered her his 
handkerchief. “What do you care what they say? It’s 
not the truth.” 

“Maybe it is.” She leaned against his shoulder unable 
to control her tears any longer. Unable to pretend she 
was upset only because he had missed the party. “Per¬ 
haps this is the , . 

“Well, so the party isn’t over?” Pete pushed the door 
shut behind him, and leaned against it. 

“Hello, Pete. Tve been keeping Gay company until 
you got home.” 

“That’s a cinch.” 

“Well,” she said dryly. “The prodigal netums. I was 
just beginning to think you had falleii into the East 
River.” 

“Wishful thinking?” 

“I’ll go along now, Gay.” Barney rose, pulled his coat 
from the closet, then stood at the door hesitating. “Look 
you two, take it easy.” 

Neither of them answered him. They stared across the 
room at each other. The silence growing untO it was 
almost sound. 

Gay bit her lip and turned away with a shrug. 

“What a mess.” She began to stack the dishes. 

Wordlessly, he took off his coat, and rolled up his 
shirt sleeves. “Well, I can be useful this way, at least.” 

Better not to talk now, but her tongue refused the 
offer of safety. “Why didn’t you come home, Pete?” She 
didn’t look at him. 
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“I’m home. But aren’t you trying the wrong strategy?” 

“I don’t know anything about strategy, Pete,” 

“Well, according to the rules , . 

“And I don’t feel like hearing about the rules.” 

“Don’t take that bright tone. Not to me, I’m not in 
the mood. It’s not every night a man comes home and 
finds his wife . . 

“Weeping on somebody else’s shoulder?” Her green 
satin dress gave an indignant hiss as she spun angrily 
away from him, “Weil, darling, if you had been here, 
maybe I would have wept on yours,” After a moment she 
added, “What has Jonathan got that I haven’t got?” 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 



^ HE walls of our home don’t reflect our domestic life, 
^ Gay thought. Otherwise the lemon kitchen would be 
glowering a blood-red. 

And the things her hands did in no way reflected her 
inner turmoil. She stirred soap flakes into the hot water. 
She set the dishes in to soak. She pulled out an array of 
rough towels for drying. Her hands did all this. Her min d 
merely observing. And her lips moved, too. Talking, try¬ 
ing to be reasonable. Trying to find a way to Peter’s 
understanding. 

“We sound like husband and wife, darling.” She had 
tried to make him laugh. To put an end to his angry 
words, 

“We are husband and wife,” he snapped. “Why 
shouldn’t we sound like it? That’s just an example of 
what I mean. If you would only be yourself. Say what 
you think instead of tossing out that bright dialogue.” 



110 


GOLDEN TRAMP 


“I’m saying what I think, Pete,^’ She had dried her 
hands and turned to look at him. 

No, not quite. Her mind said, I love you, Pete. And 
you love me. Why are we doing this to each other? 

“Let’s stop this now. It won’t get us anywhere,” she 
went on, 

“You’re never even wilhog to talk an3rthiiig out. You 
want to save all that for the typewriter in the study, 
don’t you?” Noisily, he stacked the dishes in the cup¬ 
board, “And don’t keep calling me darling. Can’t you 
see I hate it? That’s what you call those friends of yours. 
Everybody’s darling, darling, darling. It’s disgusting. 
It’s . . 

“Now wait a minute. You’re off the subject,” ^e in¬ 
terrupted quietly. “Darling, you don’t . . 

He grabbed her by both wrists and swung her around 
to face him, 

“You’re hurting me, Pete. You’re hurting me,” The 
words were a shocked whisper, 

“That is the subject. Can’t you be honest? Those 
friends . , He paused, went on speaking between his 
teeth, “Those friends of yours. They make you into 
something you’re not. Always pretending. Why can’t you 
admit to an honest emotion?” 

“Pete.” She struggled, trying to puU away from Mm, 
“Stop it.” 

“Love, anger, whatever you want. But feel something 
sometimes, and let it out.” 

“I do. I do.” 

And sudden, to her horror, she found she was crying. 
Uncontrollably. Without pride. Without shame. 

His face twisted in anguish. “Please, Gay, Please,” 
And drawing her into Ms arms, he stroked her hair. 

The room was silent, waiting. When she was able to 
speak, she tried to snMe at him. “WeM, it is an honest 
emotion, Pete.” 
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*‘Don^t*” The anas aromid her were tight. *T doa’t 
think I meant to make you unhappy. To make you wcep.’^ 

“But you’re not sure, are you?“ She leaned wearily 
against him , “Don’t let’s fight any more, Pete. It hurts 
too mueh,” 

Arm in arm they went into the living room, and she 
settled herself in the curve of Ms arm, making a quiet 
world for just the two of them on the sofa. 

“You didn’t mean what you said about Barney, did 
you?” It was the last thing to be said. 

“Not the way it sounded.” He hesitated, “I mean, I 
would want you to turn to me, not somebody else. Any¬ 
body. I guess it made me ashamed, not being here.” 

“I was so embarrassed, Pete. They ail asked for you. 
Everybody . . 

“I don’t care. They . . 

“But, Pete, it’s important to me,” 

He moved restlessly, “Listen, Gay, we just don’t agree 
on that part of it, so plan on leaving me out of those 
things from now on. You do whatever you want to, but 
leave me out.” 

“I can’t leave you out of anything.” She snuggled closer 
to him. “I don’t want to either.” 

“Then leave yourself out of the damn foolishness, too. 
If you’want to write, stay home and write. Those cock¬ 
tail parties, all that silly folderoL And if you’re really 
creative, it’s bad for you, I know it’s bad.” He ran Ms 
forefinger lightly over her nose and tapped the end of it 
to emphasize Ms point. 

“You just don’t understand, Pete. It’s important for 
me to get around, I have to see people. * . 

“But you hate it. Remember that first time I saw 
you? Standing in front of the door with that look on 
your face, I knew just what was going through your mind. 
And it wasn’t joy,” 

“I remember, Pete, but I went in, didn’t I? Sometimes 
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you have to do things. I admit ifs hard for me to see 
a lot of people at once and give parties, aod oh, all those 
things, but IVe got to, Pete. IVe just got to.” 

*‘Now listen to me Just for a minute. What I meant is 
that you hide yourself from me. It’s hard to put into 
words, but you keep some kind of wall between us, 
and Gay, I don’t want it to be that way. That’s how 
it’s always been with everybody eke. Nobody really 
saying what he thinks, nobody really letting you know 
him. You and I, we’ve got to be different. IVe never 
had anybody, Gay, not to be close to. And I love you 
so much that I want you to be a part of me. I’ve got 
to know what you’re thinkin g and feeling, and I’ve got 
to be with you.” His eyes narrowed with the intensity 
of his feeling. “You’ve got to let me. . . 

“I do, Pete. I do.” She leaned against his shoulder, 
hiding her face. It had been so easy to say the words 
that he wanted to hear, but not easy to let him see the 
impact of what he had said. 

During the night, listening to Pete’s quiet breathing 
she measured his words over and over again, 

“You give everything ot yourself.” Steven had told 
her. For Steven* that hadn’t been right, but for Peter 
it was. And how was she to change herself again? It 
hadn’t been the labor of a day to learn how to wear 
a mask. 

Everybody says the first year is the hardest, or is it 
the first ten? Just learning how to live with somebody else 
is bound to be hard. She was busy teUing herself every¬ 
thing would be all right when Peter groaned. 

“Pete? What’s wrong?” She shook his shoulder, “What’s 
the matter?” 

He seemed to wake up gradually. In the dim light from 
the window, she could see him blink his eyes* 

“What’s the matter? Dreaming?” 

“Yes, dreaming. It was a funny thing, I was in a rail- 
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road station, Gay/* He turned on liis side and began 
to stroke her shouldeti 
^And?" 

“And you were on the train. It was moving away 
very slowly and I was ninning after it, trying to catch 
up with you, and you were laughing and waving to me. 
Then it began to go fast and , , /* 

“Silly dream. Go back to sleep, Pete/* She yawned 
exaggeratedly. “It’s awfully late/’ 

“But I couldn’t catch up with it.” His fingers tight¬ 
ened. “If you knew what it felt like . . /* 

“That’s a lot of nonsense. Let’s go to sleep/* She 
cuddled up to the warmth of his body. “Relax and let 
go of my shoulder, will you?” Gay began to chuckle. 
“I’m not on any train now/’ 

“I’ll never let you leave me, Gay. Not ever/’ 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

Monkey Business 

T5 ARNEY and Gay were just leaving the office when 
George stopped them. “May I invite myself? I swear 
I won’t make any untoward propositions,” 

“Sure. Come along/’ She turned to smile at his cherubic 
face. “We’re just going to talk shop.” 

“Then I’m out. Through. Withdrawn. Business and 
lunch won’t mix. I told you that’s why I don’t get 
ulcers like everybody else around here/’ He grinned at 
Barney. “Like you’re going to get any one of these 
days/* 

“Not me, I’m not the type. I’m imper, imper, . . /* 

“ ’Turbable,” she finished for him. 
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“Thanks. Like you. Gay,” 

“But I won’t be for long. Not if we don’t finis h up. 
Be seeing you, darling.” 

“So long, Georgie,” 

Not until they sat down at a table in the dun bar across 
the street from the office, did they speak. 

‘*WeIl, Gay, what’s going on with the man and the 
monkeys?” 

“Monkey business. I haven’t done a thing yet.” 

“What’s the giinimck, Gay? It’s a month since yon 
showed me the first draft. And there’s not a whole lot 
to do. The old man’s anxious to see some really polished 
chapters. I think he wants to shoot the works.” 

“I know. But I can’t seem to get anydiing done.” 

Barney looked down at the maroon table top, “Well, 
listen, kiddo/’ he said after a moment, “you’ve got to 
get to work.” 

“Yes, time’s a-fleeting, isn’t it?” 

“The man and his monkeys are going to be in a 
different class, Gay. It’s what I suspect youVe really 
wanted all along. Well, you’re almost in. You going to 
sit back and let a damn small rewrite get you down?” 

“Okay, papa, that’s enough. From now on, I make 
resolutions.” She laughed brightly. “I work every day, 
like I used to. But we’ve been so happy this way. And 
Pete will feel left out.” 

“Yeah, darling. Yeah.” His eyes rested momentarily 
on her face. “You do have your troubles, don’t you?” 

“Mind your own business,” 

But he was right. Well, Pete would have to share her 
with the typewriter, just as she shared him with the 
violin. They each had to have their own interests. 

And when he read the man and his monkeys, he would 
be proud of her. Glad that she had gone back to work. 

“Well,” Barney was saying, “I’m getting to take a 
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more petsonal interest in these things™ Pel and I are 
going to get hooked up*’’ 

‘Tinally! WeE, lots of luck*’’ 

“What’s the matter?” he laughed* “That sounded bitter* 
Don’t you recommend it?” 

“Oh, highly* Highly*” 

“I’m glad to hear it I would take your word for it 
any time.” 

“Meaning if I succeed, anybody could?” she laughed. 
“When’s aU this going to happen?” 

“Pel’s deciding date, time, place, etc, WEI you come?” 

“Depends on when. But I’E try.” 

“George is at the door. Probably looking for us. Or 
a drink,” He rose and caught George’s eye. 

“Changed your mind? Who always says it’s women 
who can’t make decisions?” 

“Had a hunch you two would be here, Gay* I came 
over to teE you Pete called* Wants you to call him right 
back.” 

The first time she had been down to the office in weeks, 
and he must caH* Then her heart contracted* Something 
wrong? 

She dropped her fork and began to dig hastily in her 
bag for some change. 

“Here.” Barney slid a dime across the table. 

“It didn’t sound Eke anything to get excited about. 
Gay,” George reassured her* 

She left the table without answering. 

“That guy.” George sEd into his chair and shook his 
head sadly* “He just doesn’t understand, that’s aU.” 

“You know what Gay would say. Stick your nose out 
of her business*” 

“It is my business, remember. Money, money, money* 
Only the truth is, I just don’t Eke what he’s doing to 
her,” 

“Can it. Here she comes*” 
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She smiled at them brightly. “All’s wel. Nothing at 
all. Let’s have a drink.” 

“We celebrating something? Might as wefl let us in 
on the secret.” 

“Yes, Another tour. Only this time Fm not going. 
And I said so. That’s what we’re celebrating,” 

“You’re going to stay home and work on the drafts 
hunh?” 

“That’s it, Buster,” 

“Name’s Barney,” 

“Look who’s complaining. With a last name like 
Kinsey. You get off easy.” 

“You two get me all tired out,” George put in, “Say, 
Barney,” he brightened suddenly, “you tell Gay about 
the latest?” 

“If it’s gossip, you can save it. Fm not in the mood” 

“But this is good. Spicy. Shocldng.” George sounded 
disappointed. 

“It always is,” 

“About Tom Carline, Gay, Perhaps you’ve already 
heard it” 

“I haven’t heard anything lately about Tom, I haven’t 
seen him either, since . • . Well, for a long time now.” 

“Anything ever strike you funny about him?” George 
grinned happily as he took the floor, 

“Funny about him? Not any more than anybody else,” 

George leaned forward. “Well, this is hot, darling. It’s 
going the rounds all over town. They say . . 

“They say * * Gay snorted “That’s just how it 
always begins. So standardized.” 

“They say,” George went on, ignoring her mteniii>* 
tion, “that Tom’s in a real jam this time. He’s been 
charged with something called assault and battery,” 

“The way you build things up, I was expecting some* 
thing.” 
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**Wait a miniite. Gay.” Barney looked studiously into 
his glass. ^Tfs not quite what yon , . 

Barney says^ it*s not quite what you think. It 
seems the assault and battery was on a girl. Somebody 
he picked up. Seems he forgot the female of the species 
is supposed to be quite fragile.” 

*‘What on earth are you . . /* 

“And she got herself a good lawyer. Called the 
police.” 

“I don’t believe it myself. Not the way ifs told any¬ 
how,” Barney put in. “For one thing, he would have 
bought her off. For another there wasn’t a word in the 
papers.” 

“Maybe he bou^t the papers instead” 

“Couldn’t be done. Not even by him.” 

*Trhe worst is still to come,” George predicted. “That’s 
when it hits the papers, when it comes up in court. The 
girl’s supposed to be a model wench. And she’s going 
to sue him for a milli on or so. For doing bodily damage. 
Or whatever . . 

*T still don’t believe it.” 

“Oh, Barney’s the conservative type. What do you 
think. Gay?” 

“Me? I just don’t know,” 

“I wasn’t there. But the story is that he beat the hell 
out of her. God alone knows what for. And he’s the type 
that could do it. He may be a little bit soft around the 
middle these days. But he used to play football. Of 
course I’ve got a theory.” 

Barney and Gay exchanged glances. Neither of them 
wanted to hear any more. But George continued. 

“It probably started in fun. She, being one of those 
types, not so unusual, who get a charge out of that kind 
of thing. And then Tom got out of control. And the girl 
wanted pay, but he wouldn’t hand it over. So . . The 
shrug said the rest. 
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All the things Tom had said to Gay returned. And 
yet, she felt this must be some kind of accident, a trick, 
in which he was involved. “What a stoiy. Order another 
round, Barney, will you?’’ If George’s story were straight, 
she told herself, Tom really would be in a jam, 

“You really do feel like celebrating, don’t you?” 
Barney gestured to the waitress and moved his glass sug¬ 
gestively. 

“Talking about ulcers * , 

“Who was?” 

“Talking about ulcers,” Gay repeated stubbornly, “I 
notice you don’t worry about them when there’s a martini 
in front of you,” 

“Why should I? You get ulcers from worry. Not 
martinis.” 

“Give him heU, Gay.” Barney smiled at the waitress 
as she slid a fresh drink in front of Mm, 

“You’ll have to get over smiling at every pretty girl 
you see,” Gay told Mm with a grin. “A soon-to-be-mairied 
man . . 

“That is purely an esthetic appreciation ” 

“TeU it to FeL” 

“I imdoubtedly will have to ” 

George pushed back his chair and rose. ‘*WeU, it’s 
wonderful, being here with you two darlings, but I’ve 
got to get to work.” 

“Work.” Barney shook his head sadly. “He calls having 
cocktails with a glamour-puss work.” 

“It is. It is,” George insisted. “It’s work to translate 
everything over a one syllable word into language she 
can understand. Honestly, sometimes I wish I owned a 
haberdashery store.” 

“Well, good-bye for now, then, Georgie, And thanks 
a lot for bringing the message over,” Even if, in a way, 
you wish you hadn’t gotten it, 

“EverytMng is all right, then?” 
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‘*Very definitely all right/’ She patted his hand* ‘^See 
you in a couple of days/’ 

“WiU you pose for a couple of glamor shots?” 

“No/’ 

“Oh, well, I thou^t not, ’Bye, darlings/’ 

“Barney,” she turned to him seriously. “Now what’s 
all this about Tom?” 

“So you finally got interested.” 

“No, it’s just , . . Well, yes, but what I mean is that 
you know how George is. What part is true?” 

“If it’s true, I suppose the story as George told it is 
straight enough. He doesn’t go in for expanding things. 
It’s just the way he tells it that makes you suspect him 
of . . /’ 

“No/’ She paused thoughtfully, “You know, it just 
struck me, I feel so sorry for Tom and the girl, and , . /’ 

Barney laughed lightly, “You’re always feeling sorry 
for people, but usually you don’t like to admit it/’ 

“How wrong you are, darling, A twinge of sympathy 
in me is so rare that I always talk about it, for days and 
days. It’s what reminds me, once a year or so, that I’m 
still human/’ 

“You like to think.’^ 

“Why for goodness sakes, there but for the grace of 
Peter might be me/’ 

“You? Don’t make me laugh/’ Barney wiggled his glass 
at her. “You and Tom Carline/’ 

“Well, Tom didn’t think it was too bad a combina¬ 
tion/’ 

“It makes me laugh just thinking about it/’ Barney 
tipped his chair back. “This is a purposeless conversation 
if I ever heard one.” 

“You got any purpose in mind?” 

“If you’ll let me go back a minute to something we 
brushed by. Tiptoed by, I should say, before/’ 
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“Lite what?*’ She glanced at him suspiciously and then 
looked back at the water rings on the table top, 

“The tour and Pete. Maybe you ought to go along 

this time,” 

“Mind your own business ” 

“But, Gay . . 

“Fm not going, and that’s final. I don’t see why 
got to teU you that, too. IPs bad enough telUng Pete,” 

“All right, we won’t talk about that. But Fve been 
thinking about something else. Now, listen for a minute, 
will you? You’re having trouble working these days. And 
I think I know why. It happens to a lot of people. Gay, 
Don’t worry about it too much, but I have a suggestion 
along those lines.” 

“You have, hey? Well, I’m all ears,” 

“Why don’t you get yourself an office. Figure out how 
much time you can spend working, and spend it all 
there, instead of at home.” 

‘T^ow that’s an idea.” She looked at her hands thought¬ 
fully. “I don’t know, though. Pete mightn’t like it.” 

“It might be better than the way things are now. Gay,” 
He hesitated and then continued. “It doesn’t take a 
mind reader to guess.” 

“Bright Barney. Well, it’s something to think about 
I could , , 

“About the tour, Gay. How long would it be?” 

“Oh, a month, maybe. Maybe a little less. Ends up 
in Washington.” 

“If you’re smart . . *” 

“Suppose you start worrying about Fel and leave my 
affairs strictly to me.” 

“Okay, don’t get your hackles up. It was just a 
thought.” 

“Stop thinking. And speaking of that,” she looked 
quickly at her watch. “I’ve got to be going. Pete’s probably 
tearing his hair out.” 
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‘‘You going to try to do something on the re-write?’* 

‘T sure am, Barney/* 

*Tt’s not for me that I keep digging at that, but the 
old man keeps asking about it. It means somediing when 
he does that.” 

“How right you are/* She rose and patted his shoulder. 
“Thanks for the lunch, the drinks and the advice, ru think 
about it/* 

When Gay felt quite ready to face Peter, she turned 
the knob and pushed the door open. 

Pete was sprawled on the floor listening to something 
by Vflla Lobos. She didn*t know what it was, but the 
music gave her a key to his mood. 

“Hi/* She leaned over and kissed his head lightly. 

“You weren’t sore, were you,** he was saying, “because 
I called to tell you about the tour?” He leaned against 
the console, and pulling out a cigarette, began to feel in 
his shirt pocket for a match. 

“Here/* She threw a book of them to him . 

“Thanks, But you do want to go, don’t you?** 

“No, I wasn’t angry, Pete. I was tickled about it. It 
was good news for you. So naturally I was happy to hear 
about it. But , . , no, again. I can’t go with you. I would 
like to. You know how much I hate separations* But I 
must work on the book,” 

“It win be a good trip. And then we can end up m 
Washington* Just at the right time. It’s perfect there in 
May,** 

“Don’t you ever listen to me?** she asked sharply, 

“I am listening,** 

“Well, then, stop ignoring what I told you. I would like 
to go, but I won’t be able to. I most do my work,” 

“By the time we go, you’ll change your mind, won’t 
you?” 
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“Darling, Vm afraid not. Really, I do have to stay set¬ 
tled down so I can do some work,” 

And when you’ve read it, she thought, you’ll be so 
proud of me, 

“Maybe,” he said bitterly, “with me out of the way, 
you will get something done on tihat lousy pot boiler of 
yours. Is that it?” 

And just then, the doorbell’s peal underscored their 
silence. 

Another time, Gay thought, as she watched Bianca 
and Peter talking, the doorbell could be a wonderful and 
welcome gadget. 

Bianca had come bursting in, bringing with her the smell 
of violets, the excitement of Hollywood and all the un¬ 
important news of the world. She’d perched on the edge 
of her chair and regaled them with imitations of a lot 
of people she didn’t like and some small few she did. 

“Gay. Stop looking so remote. Come back to eardi 
and listen to what I’m saying.” 

“Oh, she’s got things on her mind,” Pete expIaineA 
“You know how these writers are.” 

“Get the acid off your tongue, darling.” Bianca leaned 
back and pulled the pink powder puff she called a hat off 
her head. “Honestly, aren’t these things ghastly? But what’s 
new with you two?” 

“Well, nothing much,” Peter began. “We’re all settled 
down. But you can see that.” 

“I finished a novel, Bianca.” 

“Yes, darling, so I’ve heard. What’s it aU about?” 

“Read it and find out.” 

“You know Gay,” Peter put in. “She can’t talk about 
it. It might be forgotten or something.” 

“That’s enough, darling.” Gay stood up, “Anybody 
need a refill?” 
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*T do.” Pete held out his ^ass. ‘T could stand the whole 
botUe.” 

“Oh, yes, indeed! You’ve got a lot of work to do be¬ 
fore that tour, haven’t you?” 

“What tour?” 

“Oh, Pete’s going down south. Ends up in May, I think, 
in Washington. Be a nice change for him. Get away from 
it all and . . Her voice trailed off, as Pete’s eyes nar¬ 
rowed. 

There was a heavy silence while Bianca looked quickly 
at Pete and Gay. “Well,” she said, “you haven’t asked 
about Marty.” 

“Oh, I meant to, how is he?” 

“I don’t let you get a word in edgewise, I know. Well, 
Mark’s fine, sullen as ever, but fine. He’s going to be a 
great success one. of these days. You know, the hairy- 
chested tough guy.” 

“Tough guy, with that face?” 

“He’s a success right now, Bianca. Everywhere you 
turn, there’s Marty Silver’s beautiful profile . . 

“But he’s not beautiful inside. Just nice,” Bianca inter¬ 
rupted. 

“Tut tut. Your stay in Hollywood’s given you a thin 
skin. I wasn’t makin g fun of him. You get used to it 
after a while.” 

“Used to what?” 

“Oh, Pete. You know, his good looks.” 

“Never noticed them myself.” Pete stubbed a cigarette 
out in an ashtray and imme^tely reached for another 
one. 

“And John Westering, Gay, you remember him. Say, 
Pete, I think you must’ve met him, too. Wasn’t it at the 
Derby one night . . 

“Yes, I met him. He was with Gay.” 

“Oh, no, he wasn’t. We were all together. No use work¬ 
ing yourself up over him . Well, you know what he did? 
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Went off and married one of those drive-m girls in the 
shiny shirts, and dimpled knees showing. And the fun¬ 
niest thing happened. It turned out she’s some kind of an 
heiress or something. Couldn’t have happened at a better 
time, or to a nicer guy.” 

“What d’you mean?” Gay sat forward and tried to con¬ 
centrate on what Bianca was saying. 

“Oh, poor John. He was just going down. Out there 
too long, maybe. Or let them get him. Or , . * Oh, I don’t 
know, but he was just on the way out. Eveiybody knew 
about it. And of course, now it doesn’t really matter so 
much.” 

“Anc^how about you?” 

“Me? Oh, I love the place, darling. It’s just as I’ve al¬ 
ways said, I like the atmosphere or something. And when 
I stop liking it, I just pick up and go some place else for 
awhile. That fixes me up.” She rose abruptly. “Well, darl¬ 
ings, I must run. Things to do, you know. But I’ll be 
around for a while. We must, we absolutely must get to¬ 
gether, You know. Gay, for a real chat., 

“Want me to leave now?” 

“Oh, Pete,” she made a face at him. “I’ve got plenty of 
nerve. If that’s what Fd meant, I’d just have said so.” 

“We’ll get together soon, Bianca. Let us Imow when 
you’re • , .” 

“Oh, but I wUl, darlings. I will indeed.” 

When Bianca had gone, the room looked too dim and 
small to Gay. 

She moved around restlessly, emptying ashtrays and 
gathering up glasses. 

Peter sat in an easy chair near the window. She won¬ 
dered if he felt the same stiffness, the same sense of in- 
completion. If he heard his voice repeating: Lousy pot 
boiler, Poi bailer. With me oui of the way. Out of the 
way. 

“Pete?” 
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“Yesj Gay.” He answered widiout tumiog. 

“Pete, I’m sorry about what happened before. That I 
canT go with you.” She crossed the room in a rush, and sat 
on the floor next to Ms chair. “But we can’t keep on let¬ 
ting ourselves say things like that We’ve both got to stop 
it” 

‘^o, we can’t say those things, can we?” Absently his 
hand went out to stroke the head she leaned against his 
knees. 

“Oh, Pete, why does love have to twist up everything. 
To twist our insides like this? Why can’t it be calm and 
peaceful? I care for you so much. I don’t know how I 
ever lived before. And yet, I keep tearing at you. Hurt¬ 
ing . . 

He leaned over her. “All right. Gay. We won’t say 
such things any more.” His fingers tightened almost 
desperately around her shoulders. “Never again.” 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

Out of the Past 

CHE spoke to him from the dressing room. “Bianca in- 
O sisted, Pete. Otherwise I wouldn’t have agreed with¬ 
out first asking you about it” 

“I know how she can be. I’ll get dressed right away, 
Gay.” 

“Have you plenty of time, or shall I phone her we’ll be 
late?” 

“Never mind. I’ll call Jonathan, I had told him we 
would get together tonight” 

“Dam it, the way everything piles up,” she grumbled. 
“Why couldn’t Bianca have planned on tomorrow night” 
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*Tt’s not that important.” He put his head to the crack 
of the dressing room door. ”By the way^ have I told you 
lately that I love you?” 

“Not lately enough. Be right out. Will you zip me up?” 
She flung the door wide, turning her back. “Wait until I 
take a deep breath.” 

“All set.” He stepped back, whistled admiringly. “You 
expecting to see someone special, or is that for me?” 

“For Bianca, of course.” She slid her hand compla¬ 
cently over the creamy brocade. Yes, she wanted to be 
beautiful. But for Peter. Not for Bianca really. “Marty got 
lonesome, did I teU you? And came in the other night 
And besides, they wanted us along because of Tom.” 

“Why us specially?” As they spoke, he began unbut¬ 
toning his shirt. 

“That business. You know, the lawsuit and all, Some^ 
body’s got to stand by him,” 

“I suppose. But I don’t much like it, Gay.” 

“I feel sorry for him, Pete. He must be one awfully up¬ 
set guy. And besides, you never know what really went 
on.” She clipped a long gold necklace around her throat 
“Well? Like me? What’s the final report?” 

“Guess,” He pulled her close and kissed her ear, lau^ 
ing as she pulled away. 

“Now what are you doing? You’ll mess up my hair.” 

“Suppose you call Jonadiaii for me.” He dropped his 
shirt on the bed, “Fll take a quick shower and change.” 

“Yes, go ahead, and I’ll talk to him. And Pete?” She 
turned back. 

“Yes?” 

“You don’t mind, do you?” 

“No, Gay, It’s all right, I guess.” 

She blew a kiss at him, “You’re my Pete ” 

The club was as dim as it should have been to qualify 
for a popular night spot. The tables, crowded close to 
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one another, supported tall red candles which threw fan¬ 
tastic shadows against the white cloths. 

She had been able to withstand Marty’s cracks about 
marriage life, and Toni’s searching glances, without too 
much disconrfiture. Having Peter, listening and smiling, 
right next to her, had taken the sting from the teasing. 

“Dance, Gay?” She nodded to Tom and rose. Bianca 
and Peter were already somewhere on the crowded dance 
floor. “It’s good to see you again. Gay." 

“Well, it has been a long time, hasn’t it?” 

“I’ve thought of calling you a lot of times, but know¬ 
ing you, I figured it would be such a waste of time.” 

“We would have been glad to have you come and idsit 
us,” 

“We? See? That’s just what I meant. A waste of time. 
Pete’s a nice chap. But after all . . 

“I’m so glad you like him.” 

“I’ve been hearing thin gs about you and Pete, Gay.” 

“You have? It’s a funny thing. But I’ve always found 
that listening to gossip is a real waste of time.” 

“That is as double-edged a double meaning as I’ve 
heard in a long time.” His narrowed green eyes rebuked 
her. “Don’t believe everything you hear about me.” 

“The same goes for me, Tom.” 

“Let’s stop all this innuendo and dance. Have I men¬ 
tioned yet that you look wonderful tonight?” 

“Thank you, thank you. It is so nice to have an ad¬ 
mirer around. Husbands hardly ever say things like that." 

“So Fve heard. What do you suppose it is that makes 
a man a husband instead of a lover?” 

“Proximity, darling. Which is something you’ve got too 
much of ri^t now.” She eased herself away from him. 
“I’ve got to breathe, too, you know.” 

“Wonder why,” he muttered. 

“A law of life or something. And speaking of law . . 

“Let’s not,” he said quickly. “Let’s talk about your 
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books. What are you working oo now? And when will it 
come out? And what kind of picture is planned for the 
cover? And , . 

“Hold on. I don^t know half the answers to those ques¬ 
tions myself. It’s something new for me. And different. 
And harder. Oh, I don^t know/* She paused as he spun her 
away. Then drew her back to the curve of his arm. 

“Something new and different, you were sa3dng,** he 
reminded her. 

“Oh, yes. And I don’t think you’ll like it, Tom. Or may¬ 
be, on second thought, you will,” 

“I couldn’t help but like it.” 

“Tom, sometimes, you’re so polite it makes me want to 
laugh. Why don’t you say what you really think?” 

“That’s asinine,” he replied. “You wouldn’t like it a bit 
if I did. I can remember once ,. 

“Never mind that now.” She grinned at him knowingly. 
“This is one time I know what you’re thinking.” As the 
music stopped, she stepped away from Ms arms. “Let’s go 
back to the table. I see George.” 

“Oh, George.” Tom laughed unpleasantly. “All right, if 
you insist.” 

“I insist, and you behave, Tom. This is going to be a 
good evening, and if you want to spoil it . . 

“I know, I know. I can leave right now, but I won’t 
and I can’t. Now aren’t you disappointed?” 

She turned to smile at him. “Yes, darling, terribly. Now 
be nice to Georgie, you hear?” 

“I’ll be as angelic as his hypocritical pink face.” 

“That’ll do,” she told him sharply. “Whatever have you 
got against him, anyhow?” 

“I don’t like his vicarious enjoyment of other people’s 
sins, that’s all.” 

*Oh, my, aren’t you getting sensitive. Come along now, 
darling.” 



GOLDEN TRAMP 129 

“It*s not a bad place, is it?” Bianca was saying as they 
sat down. 

“Just like any other.” Marty looked around the crowded 
room. “Same faces, same velvet, same . . 

“Oh, stop trying to be world-wise and weary, or what¬ 
ever it is. You know you’re still impressed.” 

“Yeah, okay. I’m impressed.” He patted Bianca’s slim 
white hand. “Okay, have it your way.” 

“Hi, Georgie. You know Tom Carline, don’t you?” 

George rose politely. “Hello, Tom.” 

“Nice to see you, George.” 

“Well, George, how’ve you been?” Gay sat down, 
smoothing her skirt. “Having fun, Peter?” 

“Bianca’s a good dancer, sense of rhythm, poise, what¬ 
ever you call it.” 

“I ought to be. I can remember hauling in the little blue 
tickets right here in town. Oh, yes, I’ve done enough of 
it in my time.” 

Peter touched Gay’s arm as the orchestra began to play. 
“Dance?” 

She smiled at him and slid into bis arms. “You know 
how to dance, too.” The room seemed boundless and empty 
as she followed Pete’s steps. Dancing, she thought, gives 
you a feeling you can’t get any other way. A feeling of 
abandon and yet, control, and a feeling of movement, ex¬ 
pression. 

“What are you thinking about. Gay?” Pete touched her 
cheek with a gentle finger. 

“Thinking how wonderful it feels to dance.” 

“You like to go out, don’t you?” 

She moved her shoulders uneasily. “Depends on how I 
feel. Just like anybody else, I suppose.” 

After the music stopped, Peter escorted Gay back to the 
table. 

“Say, how you getting on, Gay?” George leaned for- 
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ward on his elbows, “The way you’ve been working, 
you. . 

“No shop talk.” Gay rapped her palm on the table. 
“We’re out for a holiday.” 

“You call what she does work?” Pete laughed. “That’s 
the life, I can tell you. Out downtown shopping one day, 
out for lunch with Felicia another, out going visiting a sick 
friend the next. It’s a joyous merry-go-round. If I practiced 
that way, I’d be playing in the high school band.” 

“Why, darling, where do you get your ideas?” Bianca 
reached for a cigarette. “If Marty said things like that about 
me, I’d . . .” 

“Want to dance. Gay?” 

“Yes, Marty, that would be nice.” She smiled at btm 
gratefully as they moved to the floor. “What’s the matter? 
Did I look guilty or something?” 

“You just had a nice blank lotrfc. Like you had to say 
something but forgot your lines.” 

“It’s nice to have a prompter around like you all the time. 
I’ll bet” 

“I get good practice on Bianca. She puts her foot in it 
plenty of times.” 

“George has got her beat by ten miles, Marty, and don’t 
you forget it.” 

“You’re over my head, sweetheart I just saw the look. 
I don’t know why you went all desperate. And maybe you’d 
rather not say . . 

“Yes, but it’s not important Silver saved the day.” 

“Ready to go back now?” 

“Am I that bad?” 

“Don’t be silly,” he laughed. “You keep looking over 
my shoulder. I thought maybe you were anxious to find 
out what’s going on at the table.” 

“Well, I . . . You’re right,” she grinned. “Thanks for 
knowing.” 

“Your gal got lonesome, Pete, so 1 brought her back.” 
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“That’s mce of you/’ Pete winked at Gay. 

“How about another round everybody?” Tom lifted his 
glass, 

“Sure, sure* Look thirsty so the tall skinny one’ll come 
over/’ Bianca held a cigarette for Marty to light. “Any¬ 
body know that wolfy-looking character four tables over? 
It*s too dark in here to be sure, but it seems to me he’s 
been staring all evening.” 

“Everybody stares at you, Bianca.” Gay leaned back 
in her chair^ and turning her head, tried to see. “Fd think 
you’d be . . . Fd think you’d be used to it/’ She nodded 
coldly as the man rose, 

“You know him, Gay?” Peter asked, 

“Yes/’ She reached for a cigarette without further ex¬ 
planation. 

“I thought I recognized you. Gay/’ Steven stood beside 
her, smiling gently, “It’s so dim, I wasn’t sure, but , . ,” 

“Hello, Steven/’ she said cooUy. “Fd like you to meet 
my husband, Mr. Storm. Pete, this is Steven Corway, And 
this is Miss Starr, Mr, Carline, Mr. Rion and Mr. Silver.” 

There was a pause after the introductions were ac¬ 
knowledged. Steven very casually gave Peter a thorough 
once over. Then he turned back to Gay. “Let’s dance, 
shall we?” 

“Thank you, Steven, but I’m rather tired now. Nice to 
have seen you,” she added in an abrupt dismissal. 

Steven didn’t acknowledge the chill m her voice. He 
leaned over the back of her chair. “Fm anxious to see you 
again, Gay. It’s been so long since we’ve had a real talk 
and there’s so much to say.” 

“There is?” She didn’t bother to look up at him. “I can’t 
think of a thing.” 

“The old days, you know.” He smiled suddenly at Peter, 
“Well, I must go back to my wife now.” He nodded at the 
others and smiling at Gay again, he went back to his own 

table. 
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“Fm leaviog after that palooka.” George heaved him¬ 
self carefully from the chair, his pink face solemm “ThaFs 
too much, even for me. Good night aUF’ 

“Steven Corway,” Bianca said brightly. ^Tle ought to 
be in pictures. Brash enou^ anyway. Whafs he do?** 

“Do? Oh, he’s married to money, I don’t know what he 
does now. Used to work for the government, State Depart¬ 
ment or something.** 

“I*m thinking FU try that fake gray streak in a couple 
of years,” Marty put in. “It*s effective, isn’t it?” 

“On you it’d be awful,” Bianca laughed. 

“AU right, all right. Just an idea. Thought from the 
way you were looking at him you liked it.” 

‘"That’s the way I look at snakes, darling. Ifs a funny 
thing,” she added thoughtfully, “you know, snakes have 
a smeU. I can’t understand it.” 

“That’s what I call leaping to a smble conclusion.” 
Tom pulled out a cigarette* “How’d you know the guy’s a 
snake? All he wanted was a dance.” 

“Oh, that’s not it,” Gay interrupted. “I think I know 
what Bianca meant. Ifs in his manner.” 

“Steven,” Peter muttered softly to Gay* 

“Thafs his name, darling.” 

His lips tightened. “I wasn’t asking you. I can hear ” 

“I say we all need another drink. Whaf s wrong with 
us tonight, anyhow?” 

“Tom,” Bianca pursed her lips, “We’re supposed to 
ignore these things. Don’t you know?” 

“Come dance with me.” Tom grinned at her. “That is, 
if you think you can stand it.” 

“Fm all ready.” She had risen when a waiter came to 
the table. 

“Mrs. Storm?” He looked enquiringly at the poup. 

“Fm Mrs. Storm.” 

He handed Gay a folded sheet of paper and turned 
away expressionlessly. 
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Gay opened it, and after a quick glance, dropped the 
crumpled sheet on the table. “When may I see you,’* it 
read. 

She dropped her wrap on a chair and ran her fingers 
quickly through her hair. Pete was putting his coat in the 
closet. When he started toward the bedroom, she sighed 
and followed hiuL 

She sank dredly on the bed. ‘*Did you think all the 
wrong things, Pete?** 

“Was he the one, Gay?” 

‘TTie one? Yes. I thought I loved him. He said he loved 
me. We’re both wel over it , , . you saw what he isl” 

“I’m not over it, 1 hate him.” 

“Husband, get it out of your system. I did. Do what 
you have to do—^hit him when you see him, or hit me, or 
something.” 

“All right, I will,” he growled. “Take off those fine 
clothes.** 

She did. With a sweep of his hand, he flung her to the 
bed. Then twice he struck her—once on shoulders, once 
much lower. Then a third blow started on its way, but he 
stopped it in mid-air. 

“Hell,** he said. “I get no satisfaction out of this. You’ll 
have to get him out of my system some other way.” 

“Darling, I love you. Come here,” she said. And when 
he stretched out alongside her, she nuzzled and caressed 
and kissed, slowly, sofdy—^and searingly. No part of his 
body escaped. She devoted herself to his every nerve. 
When at last he could stand it no longer, and was crying 
for mercy, she gave him wUdly of herself like a crazed 
horsewoman in the saddle. “Now it’s out of your system,” 
she gasped, as he all but screamed his delight. “Isn’t it? 
Isn’t it?** 

“My love, m never waste a thought on him again,” 
he swore. 



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


Private Office 

looked forward to spring. True, the city streets 
didn’t show much difference. Concrete, cement, steel, 
don’t bud or flower. Don’t shine green under the warmth 
of the sun’s strokes. But the air changed. And the flower 
stands took on a different stock. And to those who looked, 
there were ways of knowing. 

The bus was crowded, and she sat next to the srin- 
dow, stating out at the turmoiled streets. Each one was a 
city in itself. 

“Excuse me, but don’t I know you from some place?” 

That old line, she grumbled, annoyed and yet flattered. 
She turned to look at the man next to her. “Well,” she be¬ 
gan hesitantly, “You do look familiar ,, 

“I’m John Westering. Haven’t you ever . . 

“Oh,” she grinned widely. “And I thought. . . it’s been 
a while. I’m Gay Storm. Bianca’s friend, remember?” 

“Of course, I was certain I knew you.” 

“What are you doing in town?” Gay glanced out the 
window to make sure she wasn’t passing her street. 

“Settling down to a free-lancing spree and urban 
married life.” 

“I’m glad to hear that. You must be pretty happy about 
it. That you can, I mean.” 

“Well, it’s good and bad, you know. But then, you’re 
doing the same thing yourself so I don’t have to explain.” 

“More or less, I suppose. Look, I’m near my stop. 
We’re in the book, give me a call some time. Maybe we 
can get together.” 

“I’ll do that. Gay.” His fingers went to his tie, and as 
134 
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the bus pulled away from the curb, he moved to the window 
and nodded at hen 

Oh, yes, she smiled to herself, youTl do that all ri^L 
The next time I see you on a bus, Buster, you won’t even 
remember we ever met. 

People pass each other and never seem to make con¬ 
tact, And I suppose that’s just what Pete hates. In so many 
ways I can make him happy, but in the biggest way, I fail 
him every time. 

She shrugged the thought away. It was time to be think¬ 
ing about the novel, not about personal problems. 

“Gay, hello.” Felicia caught her arm in front of the 
elevator, ‘*Come have some coffee with me before you 
go up/’ 

^‘No, thanks, Fel, I’m late as it is. Have an awful lot to 
do today.” 

“How are you making out?” 

“Pretty good, I guess. You know better than I do, Fll 
bet. What’s Barney say?” 

“Oh, Barney/’ Felicia chuckled, “He won’t even talk 
to me about it. He’s got his fingers crossed four ways.” 

“Well, so have I. You coming back upstairs?” 

“Yes, see you later. Gay/’ 

The receptionist looked up from a book when Gay 
opened the office door, “Good morning, Miss Bracken. I 
got Timmy to clean up your office,” 

“Fine. Thanks a lot. I’U stop that business of throwing 
crumpled sheets all over the place from now on. It looked 
like a snowstorm had passed through yesterday/’ 

“He was tickled to do it for you. Want to see Mr. Kin¬ 
sey? He’s in with Mr, Green.” 

“Not right now. You can tell him Fm in when he’s 
through with Mr, Green.” She took off her hat and ran 
her fingers through her hair. “Any mail for me?” 

“Just a few things. They’re on the desk. Oh, yes, there 
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was a phone call for you. I said you were expected soon. 
No message or anything.” 

“Phone call? That’s odd. Oh, well, to work.” She went 
into the office Barney had turned over to her, and closed 
the door. 

It was really nothing more than a small cubbyhole 
filled with books and a small typing table. 

She hung up her coat and zipped open her brief case. 
The notes, composed the night before, were barely legible 
and for a few moments she sat quietly, trying to decipher 
them. 

Then she snapped two sheets into the typewriter with a 
smooth movement. White paper, she thought, is a chal¬ 
lenge. 

She could hear a steady murmur from the radiator. 
Then she became immersed in the world she was building 
on paper, in thoughts of the man she was bringing to life. 
She didn’t hear the door open. Only when Barney spoke, 
did she stop typing. 

“Oh, Barney, I didn’t hear you. Come on in.” 

“You should have seen yourself.” He sat on the fhair 
near the table and pulled a cigarette from his case. “Want 
one?” 

“No, thanks. WTiat did you mean, see myself.” 

“You looked like you were having a baby or something. • 
Your face all twisted up in concentration.” 

“You wouldn’t know what that looks like, darling.” 

“All right. Let’s see now. What were we talking about 
before you laid down the law. Oh, yeah. Advice.” 

“Well, what d’you think?” She looked at him intently, 
more interested in the small clues his face would offer 
than his words. 

“For one thing, I’ve got to admit Pm surprised as hell. 
Gay. It’s so somber, so feeling. I never thought you had 
all that mside you.” He frowned, trying to figure out ex- 
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actly what he meant. *T mean, you always seemed so eon- 
trolled and happy and . . 

“Now, you hold on, darling. Aren^t you making the 
same sad mistake everybody else does?** 

“What . . 

“Assuming that because I wrote it, it*s an exact mirror 
of me? Give a gal some credit for imagiiiation.** 

“I do have a few suggestions, just little things, if you 
feel like listening/* 

“Sure/* She leaned forward, waiting for him to go on. 

“Well, for one thing, I think it would be a good idea to 
get some more dialogue in. You’ve got a lot of material 
for it. It wouldn’t be hard to do either/’ 

“Well, I could I guess/’ She rubbed her chin reflec¬ 
tively. “But the mood. The importaiit thing’s the mood. I 
wouldn’t want to break that up with < . /’ 

“No, you wouldn’t have to. Gay. Just switch a little of 
the t hinkin g into dialogue. Make the page look more inter¬ 
esting. Just a matter of typography really. And then, there’s 
another thing.” He hesitated before going on. 

“Oh, now it’s coming,” She leaned back in her chair 
grinning. “Well, let’s have it.” 

’TTie old man and I, Gay. The suicide’s just got to be 
out.” 

“No/’ 

“Now, look. That kind of thing doesn’t finish or solve 
anything, see? What you need is a philosophy to tie this 
all up together so that he can get somewhere.” 

*That’s out,” she told Mm firmly. “That’s another book. 
The suicide stays in, or the book gets finished and sent to 
somebody else. And you can take that back to the old man. 
You told me the same thing for the last one, remember?” 

Barney wMstled. “So this is what they mean by tempera¬ 
ment.” 

“I’m not Mdding, sweetheart That’s final. Now, if that’s 
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all youVe got to say, please beat it, will you? Time’s 
a-wastiug/’ 

“But, Gay, from the point of view of integri^ alone,, ” 

“Suppose I do the worrying about integrity. You can’t 
fool me. You’re worrying about sales and reviews. Well, the 
whole problem revolves arouiid the fact that this boy 
doesn’t have a philosophy to live by. And Fm not throw¬ 
ing one in on page three hundred and five so that he can 
live happily ever after.*’ 

“Well.** He shrugged in mock melancholy. “Then aD I 
can say is to finish it up however you want to. We’ll do 
the best we can.” 

Her fingers crept to the keyboard, the first few words 
tentatively stroked out. Gradually, however, she picked 
up speed and certainty, until the room was filled with a 
steady staccato pounding. The stack of pages in the wire 
basket on the table steadily grew larger. 

She looked out and realized that what had been a few 
pale snowflakes had turned into a real snowstorm. She was 
staring unhappUy out when the door opened. 

“So you see it?” Felicia held out a container of coffee, 
“Barney said Fd better bring it in. He doesn’t think you’re 
the kind who’d scald a woman in her prime,” 

“Thanks. Isn’t that snow disgusting!” Gay took the black 
coffee and began to sip it ^gerly. “Good and hot. Hell’s 
bells, and just this morning I was boating about spring.” 

“Tut tut, you’re not going to talk about the weather, are 
you?” 

Gay grinned at her. “Got something else on your mind?” 

“Not me. I’ve been off that stuff, and Fll be off it for¬ 
ever. Fve learned Baraey can give me exactly what I want 
—and all I want of it!” She added, “Barney said I couldn’t 
stay more than a minute. You’re in the heat of composi¬ 
tion, or in heat, or something,” 

“Or something’s right. Do stop wasting my time. Set a 
date?” 
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•That we did.” 

“When, Pel? Stop keeping me in suspense.” 

“The tenth of May. Can you make it?” 

“Sure, Til be there. What style?” 

“Just like yours. Nothing fancy. I feel we’re both past 
that stage, anyhow.” 

“Whatever you want is the right thing. You’re going to 
make one honey of a bride. What’ll you wear?” 

“I don’t know yet, but not white. That would be too ...” 

“Thought you were only going to stay a minute. And 
you’re still around.” Barney had opened the door. “Get a 
couple of women together and right away it’s clothes.” 

“Oh, this is something that will interest you. Our wed¬ 
ding, darling." 

“That’s different. Well, if we’re going to be social, I 
mi^t as well get in the act, too.” 

“Don’t be so corny.” Gay looked down at her type¬ 
writer suggestively, but neither Felicia nor Barney noticed. 

“You hear the latest?” 

“No.” 

“Pel, you break the news. It’s about a friend of yours, 
Gay.” 

“Most natural thing in the world. Bianca’s going to have 
a baby. Be natural, anyhow, if she had a husband.” 

Gay frowned at the floor tor a minute. “Well, so what?” 

“But . . .” 

“You kids tickle me. It’s a big story just because it’s 
Bianca. Somebody must have a private line to . . .” 

“Oh, it’s true enough. That’s why she’s east. Can’t do 
any pictures for a while. Maybe never.” 

“Nonsense. I saw her two weeks ago and . . 

“It’s true,” Pel insisted. 

“Well, what if it is?" Gay grinned. “You’re both going 
to get an awful shock one of these days.” 

“You know something, don’t you? Come on, tell aU.” 



140 


GOLDEN -mAMP 


“Maybe she’s been married for a long time, secredy, 
you know,” 

Barney shrugged. “That’s the story theyTl ^ve out. But 
who’ll believe it. It’s expedient to do and it’s been dona 
before.” 

“Well, so is having babies.” 

“Okay. So you’re not impressed.” Felicia seemed disap¬ 
pointed. “Barney, let’s go.” She stopped and turned as the 
door swung open behind her. 

“I had an idea you might be here, Gay,” Peter said 
grimly. He stood in the doorway, his eyes taking in Felicia, 
Barney and Gay. Taking in the paper in the typewriter* 
The sheets in the wire basket, 

“Hello, Pete. Did you call before?” 

“That was me, all right. It takes me a while to figure 
things out, doesn’t it? You must have had a good laugh 
over me with your friends.” 

“Now wait a minute, Pete,” 

“A damn good laugh. Your stupid husband, sitting 
home, waiting for you while you’re busy down here having 
fun with your friends. Supposed to be working, I bet. 
Maybe getting a little something done on that lousy novel 
you say you’re working on.” 

Barney cleared his throat, and stood up, 

“Don’t bother to go. TO be leaving. You can sit down 
again and pretend I never got here.” Peter turned to her, 
“I didn’t know you were a liar, I didn’t know you had 
to manufacture excuses just to get away from me. But I 
know now,” 

“Peter, you are all mixed up.” 

“I know,” he went on, “Yes, I know what yon really 
are, In that cheap, shallow little mind of yours, thinking 
what a , . .” 

“Shut up a minute and listen to me.” She stood up 
abruptly, poshing her chair out of the way. “I don’t intend 
for you to talk to me like this. Not in front of my friends. 
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Not in prwate* If you have something to say to me, pull 
yourself together and . , 

“You don’t like the truth ” 

“Listen, Pete,*’ Barney interrupted stubbornly, “It was 
my idea. The office, I mean,” 

“I was only trying to keep from disturbing you,** she 
said through set lips. “Only . . , well, never mind that 
If you want to talk more about this, it will be at home. 
Tm not going to inflict any more of my marital problems 
on Green, Rion and Kinsey/’ 

She sat down carefully, treating her body as a fragile 
thing which might, at any moment, shatter into hundreds 
of pieces. 

Then she smiled brightly at him. Her mask was quite 
secure. 

He jammed his fists deep in his pockets. “I guess w© 
don’t have anything to talk about Nothing at aU/* 

Gay took a deep breath and pulled the door open, 
Peter looked up at her for a moment without speal^g. 

She stood waiting, but when he ignored her, she crossed 
the room and went into the study. She was sitting at the 
desk, chin in hand, staring at a blank sheet of paper when 
he came in. 

She knew before he spoke he was going to pick up 
where he had left off at the office, and she decided to 
beat him to it, 

“Well, you have managed everything nicely,” she told 
him. “Talking like that to me in front of Barney and Fel, 
How do you think I feel? You know I won’t take that 
kind of thing,” 

“You will from me. Your friends. If those are your 
friends ...” 

“Birds of a feather, darling. Now let go of my arm/’ 

He shook her violently. “Stop that. You’re not a char- 
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acter in a novel now. Act like yourself for a minute* Stop 
it, I say*” 

He pulled her around so that he could see her face. 

Her mouth curled bitterly, ‘‘You’re just proving my 
point, sweetheart* Every man , . 

“You are not writing dialogue now, Gay,” he said 
grimly. “Go and start packing,” 

She found herself suddenly smiling. “Don’t take that 
tone with me, King Kong. I never did appreciate the 
strong-man type. Especially when it has homosexual 
leanings.” 

Her eyes widened in shock as his hand cracked against 
her mouth. 

“King Kong,” he said between his teeth. With one hand 
he held her against the wall. “You are coming with me. 
Gay.” The black eyes narrowed in his white face. “You 
keep me from that, don’t you understand?” 

A second and third time his hand crashed against her 
cheek. 

She pulled herself free, and shoved him away with 
trembling hands. “Get away from me. Get away,” 

The restaurant was quiet and empty* She sat hunched 
over the table, studying the martini glass, now empty, in 
her hand, 

“Gay, for God’s sake, whafs the matter?” Barney slid 
into the seat opposite her. “What’s wrong with you?” 

“Pm sorry to bother you,” she said, clearing her throat. 
“I know it’s late, but I had to see you. It’s important, 
you know.” 

“But what’s happened You look as if you’re sick.” He 
leaned forward and took her hand. “You’re shaking. Gay,” 

“No, I’m not sick. But look, Fm in a kind of hurry. 
Have you got any money on you? Say fifty dollars? Or 
something like it?” 

“Fifty dollars? Sure.” His hand started toward his 
pocket, but he checked the movement. “What for?” 
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‘Tm going away for a wMe. The banks are dosed.” 
She deared her throat again. 

*1’I1 mail you a check. No, I can write one now.” She 
reached for her bag, fumbled through iL ”No. I can't 
It's at . . ” 

“You had better teM me what's wrong with you.” Barney 
looked up and caught the waiter’s glance. “Martini, Gay?” 

She nodded. “There’s nothing much to teU. Foi just 
leaving, that’s alL Leaving Peter.” 

She felt the tears start in her eyes. Blinked them angrily 
away. “Now ^ve me the money, and Fll be going.” 

“Listen, Gay, you’re talking to Barney, Deep breaths 
and some food are what you want. And also what you’re 
going to get, whether you want it or not.” 

“I don’t need anything, darling.” That was right. It 
sounded like Gay Bracken. The other one. “Excepting 
fifty dollars and a train ticket, that is. If you don’t want 
to give me the money, say so and Fll get it some place 
else.” 

He pulled his wallet out and handed her two twenties 
and a ten. She noted the denominations automatically. 
Sliding the wallet into his jacket, he said, “All right. Now 
you’ve got the dough. Why are you leaving Pete? Because 
of what happened at the office today?” 

“Look, Dr. Agony, this is strictly my affair. And I’m 
not discussing it” 

“Hold on.” His hand on her airn was urgent 

She shook it off so sharply that Ms eyes narrowed. 

“It’s still snowing. You’ll never get a cab. Just have 
your drink and some food, and I’ll drive you right down 
to the station. Okay?” 

“Oh, all right.” She sank back tiredly and sat studying 
her lap, “Barney, you won’t tell htm where Fm going, 
will you? I don’t want you to.” 

“I don’t know myself. You haven’t said. Going down 
to your folks?” 


J 
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“Yes. That’s the best place, I tMnk. I can just stay 
there a while until I , < Her voice broke. 

“Okay. How about the rewrite?" 

‘TTl get it to you. Chapter by chapter. Mail it in. There’s 
not so much left to do." 

“Well, you . . 

“It will be quiet at home.” 

You think you can just turn off how you feel? You 
ought to know better by now." 

“I know I can," she told him stiJBy. “The chapters will 
keep on coming in to you. And you write me. Let me 
know how things are going here." 

“Yeah, I’ll try to keep in touch with Pete some way 
or other. But I still think , . 

“Stop thinking. Or if you can’t, I don’t want to hear 
about it." 

“Is there anything I can do for you here? I mean, any¬ 
thing you want me to send you?" 

“The material in the desk, I’ll need that. I’ll go along 
now, Barney, Ill hop a cab.” 

“I’m through.” He rose. “Come on, 1*11 see you off. 
You’re still shaking. Gay.” 

“It’s all right, Barney. Come on, I’m in an awful hurry 
to get out of here," 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

The Lost Chord 

'T HE slot of the maU box snapped as Gay slid the thick 
■^envelope through. 

The last two chapters. Though she knew they were not 
as good as they should have been, she felt a great rehef 
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that the novel was finished* The man and his monkeys 
done. All she had wanted so much to say was finaDy said* 
Now ril have too much time to think, she told herself. 
How will the time pass? 

She knew, though they never said so, her parents 
thought she was doing die wrong thing* The cowardly 
thin g. 

The one time she had cried on her mother’s shoulder, 
her mother had murmured softly, “You should decide 
what to do, Gay, and I know you’ll do the right thing,” 
She had said no more to Gay, but had stroked her hair, 
and gone to brew a pot of strong tea* It was as if she were 
waiting for Gay to read her mind* 

Absently Gay’s hands went to the bag on her lap* Two 
letters had arrived this morning, been read and hidden 
away inside* 

One was from Barney, He had tried to be kind, but 
she could feel that the previous chapters hadn’t satisfied 
him* And that the old man, aa he always called Mr* Noble, 
was asking questions. 

She kept hoping the last two chapters would be better* 
They had been as hard to do as the others* And Inside, 
she shriveled at the thought of reworking the novel agaim 
She knew she wouldn’t be able to face it* 

The other letter was from Bianca. She pulled the letter 
from her purse and began to reread it. 

Darling, what strange things have happened since you 
went away ior your Utile trip. What strange things! Per- 
haps you heard that wonderful rumor about me. Me, and 
a baby! Me and an Act of God, Or did they mean Lave? 
Anyhow, let me tell you how that got started, 

1 was buying a baby layette for Suzanne Elrose. Surely 
you've heard me speak of her. And somebody happened 
along and raised their eyebrows questioningly. And when 
they could hold back no longer, they asked THE Question! 
And / told them, very sarcastically, yes, sarcastically. 
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/ told them it was for mef Of course I was kidding* But, 
darling, I guess Pm not such u good actress after all, or 
maybe somebody doesn't recognize sarcasm! Because the 
next thing I knew it was in a certain newspaper in a 
certain column* 

And there you are! 

Marty was furious* And so was I, at first* But then it all 
seemed so extraordinarily funny! 

And so, and so, the big news. At least it's big for me, 
and for Marty. We decided we liked the idea so much 
that we^e going to make the rumor a fact! As soon as we 
can, which leases it sort of up to nature, doesn't it? 

Darling, isn't it funny! Can you imagine we've been 
married for nearly four years, and thafs one secret that 
has been kept pretty well. Anyhow, we're going to stop 
pretending, we've been simply minine about the whole 
thing, haven't we? So silly of us. Anyhow we're going to 
stop pretending. And everything's going to be wonderful 
from now on. 

What on heaven's earth has happened to Peter? I 
haven't seen him for ages. And the last time I did, he 
looked like the wrath of God. You best come home fast 
and straighten him out again. Barney told me Pete has 
gone on a tour. I meant to get the papers and see the 
reviews* But you know me. I forget things. Even imporumt 
ones. And so * . . do come back to us soon. I hope I'll be 
needing somebody to hold my head in the mornings* And 
Marty certainly wouldn’t* Could you? And do, do some-‘ 
thing cAout Peter! Love. 

The real reasoE for the letter. 

She could see Bianca, chewing the end of her pen, 
trying to find a graceful, light way to say aU wasn't weH 
with Peter. 

In a little whUe he will be all right, she thought And 
then, most irrelevantly, she saw him staring down at his 
hands. 
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She forced herself to think about Biancap But then she 
remembered what the letter had mentioned. Reviews , . , 

Suddenly she hurried toward the outHDf-town newsstand 
at Fifteenth Street, She knew he would be in Atlanta this 
week. 

“Atlanta paper. Oh, wait.” She stopped for a moment, 
confused. She hadn't realized she didn’t know what day’s 
paper she wanted. Then there was the solution. “Do you 
have them for the whole week?” 

“All but today, lady.” The vendor patiently scratched 
his head. 

“All right,” she said. “Give me one of each, please,” 
Without stopping to count, she gave him a handful of 
change, and started up the street toward the park. 

The pigeons moved huj051y away as she approached the 
bench. In the third newspaper, she found the music column 
on Peter’s concert. 

Her body froze with dismay as she read: Mr. Storm still 
plays with the highest degree of technical skilL Fingering, 
and stroking are superb. But something, an emational fire 
or intensity is gone. The life that made his music more 
than an ordinary piece of program music is gone. In the 
rendering of . ^ , 

“Pete, Pete,” she moaned. 

At the curb, she lifted her hand for a cab. Home. Home. 

From Steven to me, from me to Peter,^And who gave 
it to Steven? Where did it all begin? 

You give too much of yourself, Steven had said. And 
there*s nothing left now. Vm sorry. But you should have 
learned the secret of being a woman. Aloofness, my dear. 
Mystery, 

But that had nothing to do vdth Peter. It shouldn’t 
Peter had cried out to her. You put a wall between us, 
A wall. And you won*t let me reach you, 

Steven had nothing to do with Peter. 

He had poured out his love to her. He had said, Fve 
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fi^ver Imd anyone. Never anything but my music. And 
now, flow / must have you. 

But she hadn’t really known. In that bitter hour he had 
raged at her in pain, not anger. She had concealed her 
love beneath a mask. 

When Gay went into the kitchen, her mother and 
father stoppwl speaking in the middle of a sentence. 

Abruptly her father offered her a newspaper. 

“There^s an article about Peter here.” He pointed to 
the column, “And you know he is playing tomorrow night 
I thought we would all get tickets and go.” 

“That’s not necessary.” 

She would rather go alone. But saying those words out 
loud would be unkind, 

“We would like to, Gay,” her mother put in. 

To give me courage. To keep me company, she thought 

“As a matter of fact, Mother and I both think you 
should go over to the hoteL” 

“Now, Father,” 

“It’s all right, Mom. I know how you feel, Dad, But I 
can’t go to see Pete, I will go to the concert, but I can’t 
go to the hotel.” 

“I cannot sit back and see you make yourself unhappy 
because of pride. False pride is . . 

“It’s not that, Dad.” 

Pete’s hand, stinging against her cheek. Again and again. 

“I think it is. And marriage isn’t something to be taken 
so lightly that you can just walk out and never see your 
husband again because he’s hurt your feelings. Particularly 
when you love him.” 

“Now, Dad , . 

“Do you want us to go to the concert with you?” 

She hesitated and he seemed to understand, 

“I’ll get a ticket for you while I’m down on G Street at 
lunchtime. Save you the trip.” 
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“Thanks, Dad.” She pushed the newspaper away from 
under her hand without looking at it. “Guess I don't want 
any breakfast today.” 

“Just some coffee then, Gay. It’s all ready.” 

This was the day. Peter would have arrived in Wash¬ 
ington. Had he thought of her? 

Her mother slid a full cup’of black coffee towards her. 
“This will do you good. It’s beautiful out today. Why don’t 
you go to town? Do some shopping.” 

“I have to go over that last chapter again. Barney sent 
it back. And he keeps writing all the time. I . . 

“Why Gay, what’s the matter?” 

“It’s the tenth. Barney and Pel are getting married 
today.” 

“Send them a telegram. That will do fine. And if you 
want to, go to town tomorrow and get a present for them.” 

“Yes.” She tapped the table thoughtfully. “What should 
I say?” 

“Just best wishes," her mother said firmly. “Nothing 
cute. You know how awful those things sound.” 

“You’re right, sweetie. Going now, Dad?” 

“Yes. It’s getting late,” He rose, stood behind Gay. 
“Wish you would get in touch with Peter. Bring him out 
here.” 

She felt her face muscles stiffen. “I can’t. I just plain 
can t* 

“Well, I’ll see you two girls later.” 

“So long, Dad.” 

After Gay’s father had gone, her mother turned to her. 
“Your father means the best. Gay.” 

“Oh, I know that. Mom. It’s just no use. So I. . She 
stopped herself abruptly. “I’m going upstairs now.” 

The hall was only half full when Gay arrived. Her 
father had made sure she would be able to see Peter. To 
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see his face. To see hun as a man. Not just a violinist 
on a distant stage. 

The audience gradually filtered in, rattling programs, 
laughing, struggling out of bright spring coats in the narrow 
aisles. 

It was a big room, more like a Roman arena than a 
concert hall. The seats rose on three sides from the 
orchestra. 

Each seat, she knew, bad a metal plaque on it, giving 
the name of the donor or the chapteip It was a strange, 
exciting-looking place. Particularly when full of people. 
Twice she rose to allow people to side in front of her 
down the row to their seats. 

She tried to pass tfie time away by counting as one 
counts sheep to fall asleep. She rolled and unrolled the 
program between cold fingers. 

Soon his music would flood the hall. And she would 
pretend he was pla 5 ting for her alone. She belonged there^ 
listening with her heart 

Pete. Oh, Pete, what have you been going all these days 
and nights away from me? Where have you been? What 
have you seen and felt? Pete. Oh, Pete, tell me . . . 

Suddenly she remembered riding to Bianca's week-end 
party with Barney. 

She had said she had everything she wanted. 

That day, she had been as carefree as any time in her 
life. But she had looked out the window at the April 
fields and remembered Steven. And pain had laid a cold 
band on her heart. She wondered if Peter had come to 
know that same feeling. 

And yesterday she had stood at the bedroom window 
and looked down at the lilac bushes in the front yard. 
But that time her mind hadn't gone to Steven at all. 

Peter moved restlessly in her thoughts. Always remind¬ 
ing her of what she had lost. Always reminding her of 
what she had thrown away. 
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And she felt the miserable aloofness that goes with being 
alone^ surrounded by people in pairs. 

Peter. Peter , • . 

The advantage of being the child of two brilliant musi¬ 
cians, the program said. 

He had expressed it differently, I never bad anything 
blit my music. That concentration is what makes for only 
half a life. 

Half a life was all she had without Peter, she recognized- 
And he, without her * . . 

The audience was becoming quiet. She glanced down at 
her wrist watch. Eight-thirty. Time to start. 

Peter, come out on the stage now. Play and they will 
hear you. Play well so you will have something left 

And play for me. 

Two men ambled on the stage from behind the screen 
at a door. They casually moved the piano to one side. 

Suddenly, Peter was striding to the center of the stage. 
There was a wave of applause. Then a long silence while 
he stood looking down at the audience. 

Peter, Peter, she whispered. Fm here. Can*t you see me? 
I’m here. 

He must feel her presence in the rows of gray anon¬ 
ymous faces. 

And as he stood there, straight as an arrow, she knew. 

False pride, her father had called it. 

The gift of love must be ungrudging, offered from the 
full heart. 

See me, she cried silently. See me, Peter. 

He stood motionless for a long moment, his face thinner 
than she remembered. 

Then, with the gesture that caught at her throat, be 
lifted the violin to his chin. Another hesitating moment 
before he raised the bow. 

Play for me, Pete. She leaned forward, holding her 
breath for the first note. But it didn’t come. 
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With a sudden clatter, the bow fell from his hand. He 
stared down at it. Then, without raising his eyes, he turned 
stiffly and stalked from the stage. 

The hall burst into whirlpools of excited whisperings. 

Peter! 

Not even your music left. 

She jumped to her feet, strug^ed across those seated 
beside her. The aisle seemed a mirage in the distance. 
But when she heard the angry tapping of her heels on the 
marble floors as she dashed down an endless corridor. 

The guard at the stage door stopped her. 

“Can’t go in here, Miss.” 

“I’m Mrs. Storm,” she exclaimed breathlessly. I think 
I am. It depends of him. The ^ of love. 

But she brushed by him, not waiting for an answer. 
She ran down die long hall behind the dark wings to his 
dressing room. 

Peter sat on a bench, white-faced, and staring with 
unseeing eyes at his hands. 

For a moment she watched him, her eyes brimming with 
tears. Then she flung herself across the room, crouching 
on her knees beside him. 

“Oh, Peter, my darling. What have I done to you? What 
have I done now?” Tearfully she took his hands, kissed 
them. 

“Gay . . 

But she would not let him speak. “And this is what I 
brought you with my love.” 

Sam interrupted heavily. “All very fine. But late. I’ll tell 
them you can’t play, that you’re sick, Peter.” 

Gay looked up at his gray face. She felt Peter’s fingers 
stroking her hand, felt them begin to curl tentatively 
around her ears. 

“No, Sam. Wait. Tell the accompanist to play some¬ 
thing. Any thin g. Fifteen minutes. Just fifteen minutes. 
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aT longer for Peter Storm ” 

AU nght.” Sam mumbled. He shut the door quieUy 
Dehmd him, ^ ^ 

“My darling, did you think I wouldn’t come to hear 
you play? Even in the worst auditorium in the world? 
Where so often the audience daps between movements? 
Did you think I wouldn’t come?” 

His hand cupped her face, turned it up to him. A finger 
traced the line of her tears down the wet cheeks to her lips 

“No. I didn’t expect you. I looked for you. But I didn’t 
expect you,” 

“I was in the third row, right in front. I was going to 
wave to you. To ask you with my eyes.” Her voice 
cracked. She caught his hand. Kissed each fingertiD 
separately. ^ ^ 

“^er what I did . . « He grinned suddenly. Sur- 
pnsingly, the lean somber face was gone. Another was in 
Its place. “Then it must be love.” 

“More than that. My life, Pete.” 

“For always?” 

She winced at the caution, the reserve, in his tone. 

“For always, Pete. Have I taught you distrust and fear, 
too? Along with aO the other wrong things?” 

“They can be forgotten quickly. But can you forget 
what these hands did?” 

now? Bend your fingers. Let’s see 

II they can work, Let^s see if you’re all right” 

She would rather sit near him like this forever than send 
him away from her side. But an audience waited outside. 
His music must be heard. 

Peter rose suddenly, drew Gay to her feet. “The concert! 

I think I forgot all about it in seeing you again ” 

“Your hands ...” 

They are all right.” He flexed his fingers, then bent 
and kissed her ear. “When I went out there tonight, faced 
them, they were aU hostile. All wanting to see me go down. 
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I looked for you. And when I couldn’t find you, I just 
gave up. It’s what I had been counting on. Finding you 
here. After what I did, I couldn’t call you, come to you. 
But I kept thinking I would find you here. Some miracle, 

I knew, would bring us back together.” 

Her hands smoothed his dark hair. “It was a kind of 

nuracle.” 

“Will you wait for me here?” 

“No. In the wings. 1 want to watch. I want to Hsten, 

too” , T. 

“Come along, then. I will find Sam and tell him Im 
ready to go on,” 

“Yes, Peter. We’ll tell him together.” 

“But there is something I want to say to you. I hope 
you will believe me. Barney showed me chapters from 
your book. About the Hollywood man. The monkeys . . .’ 

“We’re all changed now, Pete. It doesn’t matter. I will 
do what I have to, but it will never hurt you again.” 

“When I read it, I was so ashamed of all the thinp 
I had said. Gay. The book is . . . Well, the book is you. 
Wonderful.” 

She smiled at him. “I’m ^ad.” 

But it doesn’t matter, her heart said. Even if you had 
hated it, I would still be beside you. Loving you always. 
Then she said it aloud, “I'll love you always.” 

He caught her hard against his chest. Over his shoulder 
she saw Sam standing in the shadows of die curtains, 

watching. , 

She hugged him convulsively. Then gave him a push. 

“Go on, Pete. The concert ...” _ 

He touched her cheek gently. Then he walked through 
the wings to the center of the stage, waited for the ap¬ 
plause to subside. 

Smiling sligbdy, his voice firm, he spoke. I am very 
sorry for this delay. It was not only necessary, but a 
matter of life and death.” 
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He nodded to his accompaidst. Gay noticed that it was 
not Jonathan, The fellow struck die first chords, and 
turning to face Gay, Peter lifted the violin to his chin. 

The audience, accepting the cryptic announcement, 
leaned back, as music gave meaning to sound. 

And in the wings, Gay stood entranced, while Peter 
played in his special language, for her. 

She had rescued him for love, reclaimed him from un¬ 
natural affections once and for aU, 

And he had done the same for his wife. 

TOE END 
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GAY’S golden beauty made all manner of men seek her 
charms - ALL MANNER OF WOMEN. TOO. So she could 
choose among such promising young men as Peter Storm, 
the very cream of the crop. Yet she could not seem to 
settle for one lover, or.for one kind of love_ 


First there was Steven Conway, who thought he had ex¬ 
hausted Gay’s possibilities. But after him came her boss, 
old George Rion—his business partner, Barney—even the 
sadistic Tom Carline. Maybe it was Tom who turned Gay 
from men. At any rate, there was talk of little tete-a-tetes 
between Gay and the seductive actress, Bianca...! 


SOME believed Gay was sick. Others were cenvinced she 
must be running from something, or someone. Could It be 
she was fleeing Peter Storm because although he truly 
loved her, he also coveted another... a handsome lad 
named Jonathan! 













